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All Yours! — vfide beaches, cool breezes 
plus tbe wondroiis sights of Florida 


01ympic-size svvimming pools and gay 
cabana life аге summer favorites. 


There is really no reason to deny yourself the healthful 
good fun of a holiday in Florida at апу time—and especially 
now in the thrifty spring and summer seasons. Rates in 
luKurious accommodations are actually below the cost of 
just average facilities elsewhere. 

And think of the many benefits a Florida vacation pays 
you. The finest bathing beaches on this continent streak 
down either coast. The weather is perfect. Bright, clear 
days help make the most of your vacation time. Relaxing 
sunshine, invigorating waters, and constant sea breezes 
give you a priceless feeling of well-being. 

Consider, too, the new and wonderful sights you see. Exotic 
palms, flamboyant flowers, placid seas, mirror lakes and 
lagoons. Spectacles such as performing sea creatures in 
huge aquariums. Transparent springs where you peer down 
into colorful depths at rock castles and cavems threaded 
by eerie fish. The thrilling leap of a tarpon at the end of 
your line. Water ski champions zooming over cypress- 
studded lakes—take a lesson or two and become an expert 
yourself. 

Touring Florida is a grand family-vacation project—and 
now is the time to take it all in at money-saving prices. 


Add the lure of Florida to уоиг Convention Plans 

FLOivmA 

... land qf good living 














Florida has... 



PROVED PULLING P0WER 
FOR MANPOWER! 

America’s industries, moving to Florida in an 
increasing tide, find that recruitment problems 
fade in Florida sunshine. Skilled workers in every 
category—the "cream” of America’s labor crop— 
have their eyes on Florida! They’re moving to 
Florida, too ... filling jobs as fast as they open 
up under the state’s continuing record 
growth. The reasons are obvious: 
year-round accent on outdoor family 
living . . . golden sunshine, absence of 
temperaiture extremes ... boundless 
opportunities for happier, healthier, 
more productive living and w'orking! 


AMPLE POVVER FOR 
FLORIDA’S FORVVARD SURGE! 

Florida Power & Light Сотрапу is keeping 
ahead of Florida’s record industrial growth! 
Generating capability has been expanded 
52% in the past 3 years, and win be 
expanded an additional 64% in the next 3 уеаг^ 


Collins, 
of Florida, says: 

”You’Il like Florida’s 
golden business climate” 

Florida’s government is friendly 
to business. Investment capital 
elcome and it flourishes. No 
state income, duplicating 
inheritance or ad valorem 
taxes! Check these advan- 
tages and many more! 


В | FLORIDA POWER & LIGHT COMPANT 

^ Mistni, Fiorida 








The comedy of the уеаг Is here. 


Fashion-designer is her career. She is do- 
ing gowns for Broadway musical. Happens 
to meet shapely blonde showgirl who was 
husband’s ex-fiame. Sticks pins in her. 


having mobster trouble. Не must hide out 
while punchy pal protects hlm. His wife 
suspects the worst {showgirl!) 

How these lovers reconcile their two dif- 
ferent worlds makes a picture destined to 
be one of the year’s tops. Designed for 
your delight in CinemaScope and Metro- 
color by M-G-M. 

Watch for Gregory Peck and Lauren Ва- 
call in “Designing Woman’’ co-starring 
Dolores Gray. Written by George Wells, 
Associate Producer. Directed by Vincente 
Minnelli. Produced by Dore Schary. 
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COMPLETE MTSTERV NOVEL 

тнЕ HEAT OF MONEY Jolm D. MacDotuiId 120 


СОУ /ER—DispIaijing some of the 
natural resources for which her state 
is famous is Sallij Fisher, Florida’s 
candidate for Miss America in 1956. 
A Universitij of Miami sophomore who 
has theatrical ambitions, Sallij sivims, 
rides, canoes and water-skis. No mere 
plaijgirl, hoivever, she regards college 
as an important part of her training 
(“The hare-brained vaudevillian has no 
place in the theatre of todatj”). Uer 
ambition: to become another Marij 
Martin. Large photo bij George Barris. 
Photo at left is bi/ Ozzie Sweet. Miss 
Fisher's swim suit btj AIix of Miami. 











Your New PEBMA-LIFT ВЛПЕ-ВАСК Bra 
liooks hi froiit — so (/ulck—so e(isy 


Lurkv "iil—vou ran forgol ull aliout tlioso o^aspcrating stru<iKlos with 
olusivo hack fast('nin<:s, for darling, thoso (Javs of twistin<;, turning, 
rcaching aro all hohind vou. 1'his chic now "IVrniadift”* Bari'-Back 
Bra liooks iii front—rjuicklv, oasilv—without fu.ss or nonsonse. 
Aiul thc с1('\('Г, liltlc hooks \vill П('\('Г show—('vi'ii throngh уоиг 
clingi('st, slinki('st dross. В(' coinfortahly fitti'd today. 
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FABULOUS MIAMI BEACH 


DIRECTORV OF LEADING 
MIAMI BEACH MOTELS 

All offer the finest accommoda- 
tions with swimming pools, air condi- 
tioning, free entertainment features 
and everything needed for a "once 
in o lifetime vacation." 

Write апу of the motels on these 
poges for free brochures and infor- 
motion. 

THE GREATER MIAMI 
BEACH MOTEL ASS'N 


...vacation at a Quality Court 
iU 

^lDtN Џ1 

lorgest resort of its kind in the World! 

Write: John М. Duff, Jr., Gen. Mgr. 
for exciting free color booklet 
or see уоиг Travel Agent 





Of 

MIAMI 

BEACH 

OFFEB Y00 MORE 
OF EVERVTHING' 


Vou’re always right when you vacation at a 
Master Host Motel—where the services and 
accommodations offered are rated “Tops.” 
Епјоу A Luxury Vacation At Modest Rates 
At One Of These Oceanfront, Air Condl- 
tioned Master Host Motels. 

BLUE GRASS MOTEL 
18325 Collins Avenue 
PAN AMERICAN MOTEL 
17875 Collins Avenue 
THE SEA BREEZE 
16151 Collins Avenue 
WRITE FOR FREE COLOR BROCHURES 
Вох 6001, Miami Beach 41, Florida 


America’s SMARTEST 
RESORT MOTEL 


F. L. Brandes<Mana{ia{ Di 
Write for Coior Brochurc 



DIRECTLV ON THE OCEAN 
atlZOth ST..MIAMIBEACH 



RESORT MOTEL 

"Tbe P/'ece de Resistance 
in Miami Beach" 

100% AIR CONDITIONED-HEATED 
BEDROOMS and KITCHEN APTS. 
SUPERVISED CHILDREN'S PLAY 
NITE CLUB—DANCING 
CONTINUOUS ENTERTAINMENT 
DELICIOUS MEALS 
2 POOLS—AMPLE FREE PARKING 
TURKISH BATHS and SOLARIA 
SEE TOUR LOCAL TRAVEL AGENT OR 
Wi ite or Wire For Brochure and Reservations 
Ocean at 191$t to 193rd St., Collins Ave. 



rALLTHIS AND M0RE!-i 

TW0^8W.MM.NG 

Dešiftlnn 

RESORT MOTEL 

On the Ocean at 172nd St., Miami Beach 

шААА APPROVED • MEMBER DINERS CLUBh 















































Ж М I ^ FOR А FREE COPY OF ТНЕ "TOURIST GUIDE" ТО MIAMI BEACH SHOWING 

IV/I J I ^ I ^ A WHERE ТО GO AND WHAT ТО DO WRITE: GREATER MIAMI BEACH 
f Y I Лт ▼ MOTEL ASSOCIATION, 220 SUNNY ISLES BLVD., MIAMI BEACH 41, FLA. 




^ ^ OFFICES 
Daily Per С1 «-9660 

“ Ш Person BR 9-7150 

g 2 in a Room 
Hay1f.D.c.l 


1 eCEANFIIONT AT ItT fT. MIAM 

fr 1 

ШвВТ 

Eicittnc MtertjinmMit пе1т nicht • Dancmc 

p' 

(hlonial Шћ 

1 on tho OCEANFRONT ol 181sl 

h _ 

STREET^^^J 


The АРЕХ of Leisurely Living 
... 200 ft. of Privote Beoch L / 
ond Pool, Coffee Shop, Cock- Ш 
tail Lounge, Sparkling Decor '& 
and Spacious Activities All ^ 
Day & Nightl Air Conditioned 

' i Throughoutl У| 

N.Y. Office / I 

MU 7-3666 / I 

CALL, WRITE ог WIRE 

|Ott«tC4> 


_ LUXURY RESORT MOTEL 
E OCEAN AT 175TH STREET 
MIAMI BEACH, FLORIDA 



























































уои can benefit froniTampax 

Татрах is not an occasional sanitary pro- 
tection. You don’t save it for yout more 
strenuous ''days of the month.” Certainly, 
Татрах® internal sanitary protection alIows 
you complete phvsical comfort ■vvhen 
you’re dancing, vvalking, moving . .. when 
you’re active in апу way. But why deprive 
yourself of Татрах comfort during your 
quiet hours.^ 

Even when you’re staying closest to the 
home fires, the benefits of Татрах add up. 
Internal absorption prevents odor from 
formmg. No uneasiness. No pos- 
sible embarrassment. Татрах 
doesn’t interfere with your tub 
or shower. Whether you’re racing 
along or raking it slow, you'll 
appreciate quick, effortless insertion . . . 
easy disposal. No changing problems, 
either. A few Татрах slip inconspicuously 
into your purse. All through your time of 
the month, Татрах is essential to your 
personal fastidiousness, your good groom- 
ing, your very femininity. 

Buy your choice of Regular, Super or 
Junior absorbencies wherever drug prod- 
ucts are sold. The есопоту size gives an 
average 4-months’ supply. Run-around, 
home bodv—or happy combination of the 
two, you’ll like Татрах. Татрах Incorpo- 
rated, Palmer, Mass. 
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What Goes Gn 
At Cosmopolitan 


“ A rthur Godfrey took me joyriding 
/% over Miami Beach in his helicop- 
У ^ ter.” photographer George Barris 
told us. “In Воса Raton we traveled from 
island to island by gondola. In Tallahas- 
see we got Governor LeRoy Collins' six- 



The Governor and George Barris. 


year-old daughter to pose for us only by 
claiming we were HoIlywood talent scouts 
looking for new stars. At the Governor’s 
mansion, we ate hominy grits, and around 
midnight the Govemor, in his pajamas, 
drove us to our hotel. The doorman was 
stunned.” 

It went on like this, once we got George 
Barris and his associate. Arnold Caplan, 
talking about what happened to them in 
Florida, where they were making photo- 
graphs for CosMoroLlTAN, We're hegin- 
ning to wonder whether they have entered 
a fantasy-land from which they mav never 
wholly return, Already, Barris’s Florida- 
pure car speedometer reading has topped 
48.000 miles. what with ranging Florida 
from the cowboy country to the Gold 
Coast. 

Danger to life and limb almost never 
happened; or, says Caplan, “Barris got 
himself almost killed only once.” Deter- 
mined to get a photograph of the 150 
speed boats zooming off in the Pelican 
Вау, Miami Beach, race, Barris planted 
himself in the path of the boats in a 
seaplane. planning to take off as the boats 
started toward him, and get a photograph 
from above. But they had mechanical 
trouble—the plane refused to take off; 
the boats bore down on the plane like 
sharks in formation. Only at the precolli- 
sion moment did the plane indolently lift 
itself from the water. But not before 
Barris lost two shades of his Florida tan. 


The only permanent loss—Barris got his 
lan hack—was a Rolieiflcx with which 
Barris reconsecrated St. Peter's Вау when 
he accidentally dropped the camera out 
of a plane while leaning out and taking 
pictures. 

Besides the Governor’s daughter. re- 
port Barris and Caplan, only one person 
in Florida balked at heing photographed. 
Presiimahly. this individual, whose ini- 
tials are P.S.. was finally conciuered. he- 
cause his picture is on page 80. upper 
left-hand corner, and he’s smiling. 

Brain Wei{rhtier tlian Vacunin 

Right now, we’d like to scotch that old 
fiction that a writer’s life is easier than, 
say, a vacuum-cleaner sale.sman’s or a 
bass fiddler’s because a writer has less to 
саггу. Merely a pencil, presumably. Non- 
sense. The writers ive know often groan 
under the sheer physical weight of re- 
search material. 

As proof. we offer Bill Ballantine. who 
went to Florida to research our “Fah- 
ulous Florida” series in this issue and 
arrived back in New York with forty 
pounds of notes. 

Не earted this weighty matter to Rock- 
land County, New York, where the snow 



Bill Ballantinc, riglit. 


was six inches deep, the transportation 
unmentionable. and the temperature a 
shivery 17°. Ballantine's studio, which is 
thirty feet from his house, is heated only 
by a Franklin stove. So our Florida-sat- 
urated man settled down and went to 
work at his portable typewriter. which he 
often carries, and which weighs ahout 
twenty-two pounds six ounces more than 
a pencil. or about seventeen pounds more 
than a bass fiddle. Н. La В. 













(*Mothers-to-Be, that is!) 


A honey of a way 2-Вее dressing for 2, 


ROMP-AWAYS 

Play-Mates in 
Play-Weight Cotton 


Separates as light and bright as 
all outdoors! In Dublin Bright® 
cotton ... pre-shrunk, Perma- 
pressed, machine-vvashable, 
easy-ironing! Pants have 
zippered side-adjustments. 
Popover suntop: VVhite, Toast, 
VVhistlestop Blue. Skirtand 
shorts: as above, also Black. 
Clam-diggers, pedal-pushers: 
Toast, Black, VVhistlestop Blue. 


A. 3-way clam-diggers 

B. Pedal-pushers 

C. Shortshorts 

D. Popovertop, ad). straps 

E. Cut-outskirt 


Shown with: 

1. VVhite cotton convertible-collar 
shirt, red or black stitching. 4.98 

2. Candy-striped chambray cotton 
top: blue, grey or apricot. 5.98 
All in e-x-p-e c-t-a-n-t sizes 8 to 20. 


VVrite, Phone—or make a Bee-line to your 
nearest Lane Bryant Maternity Shop! 


Fifth Avenue, New York City 


also Atlanta, Baltimore, Beverly Hills, Brooklyn, Chicago, Cleveland, Detrolt, Houston, Miami, Milvvaukee, Mlnneapolis, Philadelphia, Pittsburgh, St. Louis, San Franclsco, Trenton; 
And Lane Bryant Maternlty Shops 1п: Appleton, Davenport, Decatur, Green Вау, Oshkosh, St. Paul, Waukegan at Newman’s; 
and at the New Utica in Des Molnes, Samueis in Kankakee, Worthams In Rockford, Benton’s in South Benđ, Roland’s in Lexington & Springfield 




CITY-STATE-- 

CHARGE-C.0.0.- Cost of handling outside our delivery area will be added. 

Burdine's Oowntown Miami and 163rd St Shopping Center • Miami Beach • Ft Lauderdale • West Palm Beach 
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ADDRESS - 

CITY--STATE . 

CHARGE- C.O.D.- 

Cost of handling outside our delivery area will be added. 


CITY 


STATE, 


163rd St. Shopping Center • Miaroi Beach • Ft. Lauderdale • VVest Palm Beach 


























































bring 
your 
luggage 
empty 
and 
fill it at. 


Tailor-made for the tropics by Ц -- 

Harburt... expertly cut skirts and flattering 
Bermuda shorts in a choice of three unusual cotton fabrics: 
a beautiful woven Jacguard stripe in beige or grey—photographed here; 
a neat miniature Tartan Plaid in red with green, white with black, navy with red 
or green, brown with black; a smooth Italian cotton twill in khaki, blackor navy. 


HARBURT 


Tartan Piaid skirt has button (k)wn Skirts-sizes 8 to 18—10.98 Shorts—sizes 10 to 18—7.98 

pockets — leather-trimmed belt. 



pockets — side front kick pleat. 


Burdine's Downtown Miami and 163rd St. Shopping Center • Miami Beach • Ft. Lauderdale • West Palm Beach 



























The Best in Records for April 

BY PAUL. AFFELDER 


Hi-Fi BargainN. И records are to last 
longer and sound better, it is advan- 
tageous to play them not on an automatic 
changer but on a heavy-duty turntable 
with a carefully balanced, properly 
weighted transcription arm. Since such 
equipment usually rims into three figures. 
it’s welcome news that one New York 
store has imported from .lapan an ехсер- 
tionally fine three-speeđ cast aluminum 
turntable with a quiet, very powerful 
two-phasd, capacitor-starting four-pole 
motor for only $49..S0. Unlike its more 
expensive competitors. it features a dial 
for minute speed adjustnients, as well as 
a biiilt-in, lighted stroboscope. Imjiorted 
with it Is a vi.scous-dam|)ed transcrijition 
tone arm, also cajiable of a wide adjust- 
ment range. The heavy oil damping pre- 
vents arm resonance, keejis it from skip- 
jiing record grooves and permits it to be 
dropped onto a disk without damage. The 
arm without cartridges, which slip in, 
costs $15.95. These components also are 


included in a superior complete hi-fi 
system, comprising triple-play cartridge 
with diamond LP stylus, transcription 
arm, turntable, twelve-watt amplifier and 
twelve-inch coaxial speaker, all for a 
bargain $154.50. 

The Maestro’s Legaey. Arturo Tosca- 
nini. titan among conductors. uncompro- 
mising perfectionist, dedicated interjire- 
ter. is dead. Thanks to the phonograph. 
however. we’ll have more than faded 
memories to pass on to our grandchil- 
dren, for practically all of his perform- 
ances with the NBC Symphony Orchestra 
have been permanently preserved on rec- 
ords or tape. Thoiigh he stopped conduct- 
ing in 1954, he spent the last three years 
of his life supervising the editing of un- 
released tapes. One of these, p -.v trans- 
ferred to disks, was Richard Strauss’ 
“Fantastic Variations on a Knightly 
Theme”—the imaginative tone poem 
“Don Quixote”—^which he presented on 


the opening broadcast of his final season. 
The fiery little maestro was eighty-six 
when he conducted this performance; 
yet there is a youthful vigor and a lumi- 
noua clarity in the way he captures the 
humor and pathos in this remarkable 
score. Frank Miller. cellist, Carlton 
Cooley, violist, and Daniel (iiiilet. violin- 
ist, |)lay their big solos with distinction, 
but it is the driving dynamism of Tos- 
canini that adds yet another stone to 
his im|)erishable tonal monument. (R. 
Strauss: Don Quixote. RCA Victor LM 
2026. $3.98) 

Two Morc from Broadway. Usu- 
ally, the best way to спјоу a Broadway 
musical is to see the show first. then 
relive its high sj^ots hy listening to the 
original-ca.st recording. In the case of the 
new operetta “Candide.” liowever, it’s un- 
necessary to wade throiigh tlie show; all 
the hest features ean be heard on the 
record. In Lillian Hellman’s adaptation 
Voltaire’s satirical i)hiloso|)hy is heavy 
and unwieldy. scarcely suitable for stage 
presentation. But Leonard Bernstein’s 
tuneful, ex|)ertly made and often witty 
musical score is something else again. 
Aided by some better-than-average lyrjcs 
by Itirhura nilhur. John l.atouche, 
and Dorothy Parker and sonie triily sti- 
perior singing by Robert Roiin.seville, 
Мах Adrian. Barbara Cook, Irra Petina. 
and Williain Olvis. the miisic emerges wilh 
a warmth and geniiineness that should 
be more enduring than the Broadway 
run. Among the brightest moments are 
the rollicking “Overture.” the love diiet 
“Oh Нарру We.” the niock coloratiira 
aria “Glitter and Ве Сау.” and “What’s 
the Use?” a waltz song about gambling 
and extortion. (Candide. Columbia OL 
5180. $5.98) 

“Нарру Hiinting.” the Howard Lind- 
say—Russel Crouse farce about the Phil- 
adelphia widow who tries to outshine the 
Grace Kelly-Prince Rainier nujitials. ar- 
rived on Broadway about six months loo 
late for full Impact. And aside from 
“Mutual Admiration Society” and “She’s 
Just Another Girl,” the songs by lyricist 
Matt Dubey and comjioser Harold Karr 
are nothing to get worked iip about. Biit 
there’s Klhrl 3lrrman to sing them. 
which remedies a lot of ills. Helping 
her immensely are hand.sonre Fernanilo 
Lamas and a wonderful pair of .singing. 
dancing youngsters. Virginia (iihson and 
Gordon Polk. If you’re a Merman fan 
you’ll probabIy go for the show and the 
disk; if you’re not. listen to it before 
buying. (Нарру Hunting. RCA Victor 
LOC 1026. $4.98) ТнЕ End 


q)ispif«jcj оиезсза 

VITA-FLUFF g№.ipoo! 

IT SIGNIFIES THAT Y0UR BEAUTV SALON 
CARRIES FINEST OUALITV MERCHANDISE 

VITA-FLUFF is fhe professional shampoo that keeps уоиг hair gleam- 
ing bright, beautifully controlled. Ask уоиг hairdresser about the 
special VITA-FLUFF shampoo to solve уоиг individual hair problem. 


' Exeluslve wlth professlonol beoutlelani 

^ ол1у In Beauty Solons 


Uut 
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for the fun of it! 



Of the millions who vacation in Florida 
each уеаг, half of them come to the eight 
golden miles of this bright little island. 
They find the pace fast, but the fun fantastic! 

AII along its brilliant magnificent shores, 
fun is where you find it: Fishing for more 
than бОО varieties, ocean and pool 
swimming, boating, golf on championship 
courses, tennis, shows with top stars, 
concerts, sports events, superb restaurants 
and shops, and unlimited sightseeing. 
In accommodations alone, Miami Beach has 
the greatest concentration in the worId! 

Best of all, Miami Beach is on the go 
all уеаг. This spring and summer a 
breeze-cooled family vacation can cost 
less (and have more) than most northern 
resorts ... Come soon and епјоу 
Florida’s "Go City”—Miami.Beach! 


niiaml])eadi 

10 Florida on the д-о! 
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BUILT WITH THE FINEST 
BRANDS IN THE LAND! 


t Acorn Metal Products 
t Ainsbrooke Pajamas, Underivear 
k- Alexander Smith Carpets 
t Angelo Bridals 
^ Archer Hosiery 
^ Artemis Lingerie 
t Berkshire Hosiery 
^ Campus Bridals 
^ Club Aluminum 
^ College Town Sportswear 
t Coro Jewelry 
У Darleen Swe.aters 
У Dixie Industries Gas Ranges 
^ Dorset Stveaters 
^ Dottie Originals Blouses 
Emerson Electric Mjg. Co. 
t Ernest Donath Skirts 
Exquisite Form Bra 
k Flexees Foundations 
Forever Voung Dresses 
t Eortuna Foundations 
k Generai Electric 
^ Grifjon Suits 
k Hammonton Park Suits 
k Hirkok Belts 
k Jerks Socks 
k Катрак Products 
k Кау IFindsor Dresses 
k Larkwood Hosiery 
► Malone Spring Air Mattresses 
k Marie Philiips Dresses 
Marlboro Sport Shirts 
k Marshaiian Products 
k Maurice Duchin lErought Iron 
k Munsingwear Lingerie 
k Northcool Suits 
k Osrow Whirlaway Briishes 
k Philrose Sportswear 
^ Retdon 

k Rite-Fit Dresses 
k Rosecrest Sportsivear 
k Seampruje Lingerie 
k Sherwin Wiiliams Paints 
k Shields Jewelry 
k Storybook Shoes 
k Sunbeam 
k Theodor Handbags 
k Trijari Jewelry 
*r Valentine Shoes 
k Wembley Ties 
k Westinghouse 
k Winthrop Shoes 


Another 

Richards' 



RICHARDS... MIAMFS FRIENDLY DEPARTMENT STORE... DOWNTOWN MIAMI 























































Sign of Florida Progress... 


NEW 163 rd Street Store 
































LOOKING INTO PEOPLE 


McKie 


What Shovvs Do You Like, 
Ladies of the Јигу, 
and the "Death Seat" 

BV AMRAM SCHEINFELD 



U'hat i«hows do уои like? It гаау 
depend on your job and social level. 
Sociologists Rayraond A. Mulligan and 
.lane C. Dinkins found that professional 
and white collar people choose serious 
draraas first, comedies second, musicals 
third. Business people and skilled work- 
ers show a strong preference for, com- 
edies. Unskilled and semi-skilled workers 
like musicals be.st; comedies rate second 
with them, serious dramas last. 

“Suh-teencrs’ ” elothes. The aspirin 
demand is being boosted by mothers’ 
lieadache.s. over buying clothes for girls 


aged seven to fourteen. Home economist 
Ida Ingalls (Oregon State College) 
learned from mothers that the present 
method of sizing girls’ clothes—accord- 
ing to age—has become almost useless. 
since variations in size among girls of 
the same age have grown so great. For 
instance. eight-year-old Oregon girls vary 
in height from three feet seven inches to 
four feet, and in weight from forty-six 
pounds to one hundred pounds. Some 
mothers have been forced to shop for 
dresses for their daughters in the teen. 
junior and misses sizes, but usually this 
solution is unsatisfactory because the 
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garments are neither proportioned nor 
styled for growing girls of “sub-teen” age. 
Only about per cent of the mothers 
queried make their daughters’ clofhes. 
The rest keep going the rounds of stores. 
searching for dresses that will fit. resist 
fading, and last at least a уеаг on their 
Alice-in-Wonderland daughters. 

Ladiesi of the јигу, Women’s reputed 
talkativeness doesn't show up in jury 
rooms, according to sociologists Fred L. 
Strodtbeck and Richard D^^Mann. They 
listened in on sessions of mpck juries 
chosen in the same way as regular juries. 
but “called” for service in cases at the 
University of Chicago Law School. The 
raale jurors were found to take the initia- 
tive muoh more often in giving sugges- 
tions and opinions. analyzing the facts, 
asking puestiotis and taking firm stands. 
Women jurors were more likely to listen 
and make up their minds on the basis 
of what others said—but also to disagree 
more frequently. The .sociologists feel 
that the reactions of women in a jury 
room parallel in many way.4 their be- 
havior at home. 

“Dcalh scat.” It’s only a half-truth 
that the seat next to the driver is the 



place where death strikes most often dur- 
ing auto accidents. Recent studies by 
Dr. Jacob Kulowski (St. Joseph, Mis- 
souri) and by researchers at Cornell 
University show that. while this position 
is hazardous, the driver’s seat is equally 
dangerous. However, the seats in the back 
of the саг аге about three times as safe 
as the seats in front. The End 
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the ReIaxAcizor ... 


you read about in 


BAZAIR 


USE AT HOME . . . new Relax-A-cizor with fabulous new ''Beauty Belts” gives you a prettier, trimmer 
figure . . . so quickly . . . so pleasantly. Look your loveliest! New popularity . . . new happiness for a new YOU! 


REDUCE hips,waist, tummy, in size...No Diet! 


NEW_no vibration, no massage; a truiy easy NO EFFORT wayl 


ROMANCE begins with a pretty figure. 
Now, уои can lose excess inches from yout 
hips, waist, tummy, thighs . . . without diet 
or weight-loss . . . QUICKLY, EASILV 
. . . while you REST luxuriously at homel 
Relax-A-ci2or slinis you with a delightful 
new kind of reducing exercise that requires 
NO EFFORT! 


Twice as easy to use . . . and the NEW 
Relax-A-ci2or . . . with the fabulous new 
"Beauty Belts" trims away excess inches from 
hips. waist, abdomen, and thighs TWICE 
AS EAST as evet before! 


ing'!^ .^.'^even^SLEEPlNG^*'. . *and^’excess 
inches vanish almost likc magic . . . never 
makes уои feel tired like regular beauty 





instead, firms and tightens your waist, hips, 
thighs and abdomen. New FACIAL ехег- 
cises, lifts, and tightens muscles under EYES 
and CHIN. 

Don't Rislc Your Heolth . . . this is the 
safe, sensible, economicai HOME method 
used by mote than 150,000 women. Approved 
by Underwritets’ Laboratory. 


Beauty Editors Praise . . . 

Featured editorially in both "Mademoiselle” 
and "Charm.” (Mail coupon belou> for re- 



FREE__If you live ш or near city listed 
at right, TELEPHONE for FREE INFOR- 
MATION. FREE BOOKLET. FREE TRIAL 



TELEPHONE ТООАУ 

New York Citv, MU 8-4690 
Newark, MA 3-5313 
PUILADELPHIA, LO 4-2566 
BosTON, KE 6-3030 
Detroit, W0 3-3311 
CniCAGO, ST 2-5680 
Cleveland, PR 1-2292 
San Francisco. SU 1-2682 
Los Angeles, OL 5-8000 
HONOLULU, 9-5276 
МЕХ1СО ClTV, 25-18-34 
La Cresta, Panama, 3-1899 • 
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.in FOOD FAIR Supermarkets 
from Florida to Connecticut! 

The smart women of Florida have one thing in 
common with millions of others in Eastern states all 
the way up to Connecticut.. . the firm knowledge 
that ”it pays to shop at Food Fair.” 

Women who demand the finest foods for their 
families, who know value and who appreciate clean, 
bright stores and friendly service have helped 
Food Fair stores keep pace with the growth of Florida 
and the rest of the nation. 

Today, Food Fair operates 276 large, ultra-modern 
supermarkets in 10 Eastem states, and many others 
are under construction. They are specifically designed 
to give you the utmost in quality, convenience and 
in value. It’s stylish to shop at Food Fair . .. 
and ''you’ll like the change!” 

In Miami, visit 
The 163rd Street Shopping Center, 
the nation’s nevvest and most glamorous. 















Dccp in ihc Evcrglatles of thc BooniinKcst Statc the pace hecomcs a 
crecp, anil ihe niighty shanty Lazy Itoaes scttles to a slow floal. 


Shanty Boat Cruise 

PRACTICAL TRAVEL CCIDE BY DON SHORT 


A nian wilh a smatterinj! of genius 
has devised a Florida vacation so 
different from tlie (iold Coast 
norm that regular worshii)i)ers at tlie 
mutuel windows would never helievo it. 
Л small mountain of Miltowns couldn't 
|)rovide апу inore relaxation than Jim 
Nishet's shanty hoat. 

The Luzy Hones sets sail every Monday 
morning at 9:30 from a dock on the 
Orange River. ahout seven miles east of 
Fort Myers. And that “9:30 on Monday 
morning'’ is the last апу cruise customer 
hears of a time or date until the follow- 
ing Saturday noon when he is suddenly 
reminded that he is still in this world of 
clocks and calendars. 

The Orange flows into the Caloosa- 
hatchee. which flows into Lake Okeecho- 
hee and the Everglades. The Lazy Bones 
dawdles through two sets of locks which 
raise it sixteen feet to the lakc level. in 
which high estate it puddles along se- 
*enely to Clewiston and a date with a 
swamp buggy. 

Captain Jim’s criiise ship floats like a 
raft and Jim says it could navigate on a 
heavy Florida dew. Its cruising pace is 
descrihed as the “Caloosahatchee crawl." 

То say it’s “informal” is to understate 
the sedentariness of life aboard the Lazy 
Bones. Shorls, sneakers. sports shirts and 
a sun cap constitute the appropriate 
vvardrobe for both men and women. 

The njoss-festooned oaks, scrub pal- 
niettos. ferns and vines, and vivid-colored 
wildflowers provide the background 
against which the tall cranes. the ducks 
and marsh birds screech their protest as 
ihe low drone of the motor disturhs their 
fishing. Alligators, turtles and frogs doze 
along the banks. 

There is always time to stop for pic- 
tures. look for shells or pick a bouquet of 
wild flowers. The Lazy Bnnes usually ties 
11 p at La Belle. a sleepy little town on 
the edge of the Florida cow country, on 


Monday evenings. The fishermen aboard 
can try their luck with the snook, and 
those who crave Florida night life such 
as Miami Beach never produced have a 
choice of the local movie or La Belle’s 
annual social explosion, the firemen’s 
carnival. 

When the adjacent country changes to 
the lush pasturelands reclaimed from the 
Everglades. there are herds of beef cattle, 
Seminole Indian villages built on stilts 
over the sawgrass and brushwood, water 
turkeys. and southern-style cowboys. 

Lake Okeechobee is the home of the 
large-mouthed bass, and some cruisers 
take ofl from the Lazy Bones in the small 
boats with outboard motors. Others do 
equally well fishing from a dock or along 
the shore. The largest raw cane sugar 
niill in the United States. located at Clew- 
iston. welcomes visitors. The nearby Ever- 
glades gardens display tropical plants 
and an ever-present complement of trop- 
ical hirds enjoving squatters’ rights. 

Most of the cruise passengers transfer 
to the swamp buggy, a bus with tires that 
look like one-ton doughnuts. for the pic- 
nic trip from Moorehaven. The buggy 
chugs off into the cvpress swamps. a wa- 
tery jungle festooned with orchids. air 
plants. and vines. Wild turkey. wood ibis 
and sandhill cranes are spotted along the 
old Seminole trails which lead to a wil- 
derness retreat where lunch is cooked 
over an open fire. 

Jim Nisbet or one of the boys selects 
and fells a cabbage palm, cuts out the 
heart. and puts it into a pot to produce 
swamp cabbage. a delectable part of the 
outdoor feast. 

Eating is perhaps the most frequent 
muscular diversion on the six-day safari. 
The cruisers eat and do push-ups—push- 
ups from the table. push-ups from the air 
mattresses on deck. Between meals they 
nihble on fruit from the bushel baskets of 
oranges and grapefruit always handy on 


(leck. or sip the brew of the ever-working 
coffeepot iBjtbe gaHer. 

“ ’Tain’t free.” as they say in the Ever- 
glades. Rates for the six-day cruise are 
t?90 during December. Јапиагу. and 
April: $108 during February and March: 
$80 during June. July and Aiigust. Fed- 
eral and state taxes bring these figures 
to $94.31. $112.85, and $84.01. 

•‘Pig'g'.v-bank” ralCN, which makc it 
possible for tourists-on-a-budget to епјоу 
a full week at a luxury resort, are increas- 
ing the .suinmer stampede to Florida. Na- 
tional Airlines has led the way iiv this 
field with its “Millionaire Vacations on a 
Piggy Bank Budget.” The ]irogram, now 
in its eighth уеаг, will offer its most 
varied assortment of options in 1957. 

The basic package is a stay of six 
nights and seven days at an ocean-front 
hotel or motel, with transporlalion be- 
tween the airjmrt and hotel. an air-con- 
ditioned room for two wilh private bath, 
and various entcrtainment fealures such 
as social gathering.s. dancing. wiener 
roasts and movies offered by the individ- 
ual hostelries. 

Sevcnty ocean-front hotels iii Miami 
Beach and twenty modern molels in llit 
Sunny Isles strip just north of Miami 
Beach are ]iarticipating in Natioiial's 
“])iggy bank" program beginning Мау 1. 
Prices range froni $19 to $50 ])er iierson. 
on the hasis of two ]ieo])le sharing a dou- 
ble room. ])lus the cost of round-trip air 
tians])ortation. 

The minimiim rate u]i])lies to twenty- 
foiir hotels siicli as the Atlantic Towers. 
National. Ritz Plaza. and Siirf.side Plaza. 
The Algiers. Luccrne aiid Saxony are in 
the $.33 hracket and the top $45-$50 range 
includes the Fontainebleaii. Eden Roc. 
and Americana. Molcl iiackage rates 
range from $19 to $.35 per ])ersou. 

.S])ecial rates for sightseeing toiirs and 
fishing tri])s are provided in connection 
with ihe packages and mauy of the hotels 
are. also offering a package rate on meals. 
calling for “briinch’' and dinner at $15 to 
$18 ])er week. Car reiitals are also avail- 
ablc on a ])ackage basis with Coiitiire 
Rent-A-Car .Sv.stem offering new cars at 
rates beginning at $19.95 ])er week. in- 
cluding ga.s. oil. servicing. insurance and 
fifty miles of free driving. 

This уеаг National will continue its 
policy of extending the ])ackage sumnier 
vacation plan lo othcr Florida cities. Л 
week at Fort Laiiderdale. for example. 
will cost $32.70 ])er ])erson at siich hotels 
as Lago Mar. ЈоПу Roger, Esca])e or 
Marlin Beach. 

We.st Coa.st resorts are also included. A 
week at the Teirace Cliib in .Sarasota will 
cost $24 per person and a similar stay at 
the Fort Harri.son in Clearwater is rated 
at $22. 

Daytona Beach has two package rates 
in the National Airlines ])rogram: $30 at 
the Daytona Plaza or $24.75 at the Prin- 
cess Issena. ТнЕ End 
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WANT A LOW COST 
FLORIDA HOMESITE? 

NOW уои ccn purchase lots at 

ST. AUGUSrm 



BY SUBSCRIBING ТО 

SIIISISE 


ALL lOTS SAME PRICE 


Sunrlse hrings you things you want to know 
ahout the South .. . opportunities for business 
or retirement in the Sunshine . 

State.This colorful publication 
is dedicated to help Florida 
grow, and with this purpose in 
mind THIS GREAT OFFER IS 
BEING MADE. Prepare nov« 
own your own home in .. 
heautiful tropical setting. St. 

Augustine South, on Florida’s East Coast High- 
way No. 1 and the Intracoastal Waterway 
Connection, is only 3 miles from the center of 
(k ihe historical city of St. Au- 

\\^ gustine, where you have a 
' ^ fine shopping center, schools, 

> movies, banks, churches, and 
transportation. There are re- 
creational facilities galore in 
and around St. Augustine, with 
its refreshing ocean bathing, every type of 
boating and fishing. There is N0 State Income 
Тах here, and residents are granted a $5,000 
tax exemption on their homes. So Live Longer 
better in Florida. 

OVER 2 MILES OF VVATERFRONT 
RESERVED FOR RESIDENTS 


• MONEY-BACK GUARANTEE 

• EKCHANGE PRIVILEGE 

• FREE DEED • FREE TITLE POLICY 


KUtRCNCeSi Апу Вапк 





MAIL COUPON ТООАУ FOR COMPLETE 
DETAILS ABOUT THIS GREAT OFFER 
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Walter Fraser at his “Fountain of Youth” 


ST. AUGrSTIIVE . . . The Fountain 
of Youth found hy Ponce de l.eon is a 
well in the Fountain of Youth Park. 

CORAL GABLES . . . Few people 
know why William .lennings Вгуап was 
such a great Florida booster. particu- 
larly of Coral Gables. George E. Mer- 
risk. promoter of this section. paid the 
silver-tongued orator and thrice-defeated 
candidate for President of the United 
States $100.000 a уеаг to help him sell 
this real estate. 

PALM BEACH . . . This resort might 
never have flourished but for the wreck 
in 1878 of a Spanish ship carrying a 
cargo of coconuts. which floated into 
shore and took root. The inhabitants cul- 
tivated the nuts. after a time turning their 
deary sand кеу into a patch of tropical 
loveliness. 

PORT ORAIMGE . . . In this citrus- 
nained region. the рарауа fruit was dis- 
covered. It resembles a cantaloupe. is 
cooked as a vegetable when green. and 
served as a fruit when ripe. Its juice is 
an aid to stomach ailments, and tough 
meat wrapped in рарауа leaves for 
twenty-four hours becomes butter tender. 

EGH! (The UGHliest story) . . . То 
make a pirate captain reveal hidden 
treasures in the Keys. another pirate had 
him lacerated repeatedly with a cutlass; 
first one arm and ihen the other was 
chopped off at the elbow. When he finally 
shrieked out the information. a choking 
wad was stuck between his teeth, lit, and 


the VVorld 


E. G R E E X 

then he was thrown into a turpentine- 
soaked oakum pile. The torch in his 
mouth ignited the heap, which flamed up 
and roasted him. 

GERIATRICS . . . Florida’s many 
elderly retired inhabitants are infants 
compared to the oldest native. a citizen 
of 3.500 years’ standing with a life ех- 
pectancy of another 3.000 years. It is 
Old Senator, a cypress tree with a waist- 
line of forty-one feet. 

GIBSTOni . . . This strange town is 
the Месса of the carnival and side-show 
world. The sheriff is eight-foot. four-inch 
А1 Tomaini and one of his deputies is a 
dwarf of less than four feet. With typical 
showbusiness flare. giant А1 doubles as 
fire chief in which department he is as- 
sisted by acrobats, animal trainers and 
wheel of fortune operators. Civic leaders 
include hula dancers. sword swallowers 
and fire eaters. (The home of the brave 
and the land of the freak.) 

COLLIER CITY . . . Aniong un- 
usual souvenirs sold are fish .«cales so 
large that they are addressed, stamped 
and mailed as postcards. 

PALM BEACH . . . The winter home 
of the social and international set has 
a municipal ordinance forbidding biiild- 
ing operations after mid-December so the 
visitors will not be disturbed. 



John D. Rockcfellcr 


ORMOND BEACH . . . In the twen- 
ties and through the thirties. John D. 
Rockefeller was considered the richest 
man in America. His ambition was to 















“Telephones are ubiquitous?” 
“Yes, telephones are ubiquitous” 


live to be a hundred (he missed by two 
years). His advisers chose this section as 
the inost healthful for him. Не played 
golf daily, and his only worry was over 
lost balls. On seeing a foursome give up 
after beating the bush for an hour, he 
commented, “Those fellows must be very 
rich.” Wlien he beat Will Rogers, the 
humorist sighed, “Гт glad you beat me, 
John. The last time you lost, I noticed 
the price of gasoline go up two cents a 
gallon.” 

TALLAHASSEE . . . Field hands on 
farms and tobacco plantations have a 
patois of their own. They work from sun- 
up to sundown, but say it this way— 
“from kin see to can’t see.” 

Negroes have mythical towns and coun- 
tries they refer to as if they actually ех- 
isted. Among them are Diddy-Wah-Diddy, 
Beluthahatchee and Heaven. 

Diddy-Wah-Diddy is a place of no work 
and no worry for man ог beast. The road 
to it is so crooked that a mule pulling a 
load of fodder can eat off the back of the 
wagon as he plods along. All ciirbstones 
are chairs, and all food is already cooked. 
Baked chickens and sweet potato pies, 
with convenient knives and forks. drift 
along crying. “Eat me! Eat me!” The 
more one eats. the more remains. Every- 
hody would live in Diddy-Wah-Diddy if 
he knew liow to get there. 

Beluthahatcliee is a country where all 
unpleasant doings and sayings аге for- 
gotten; a land of forgiveness and forget- 
fulness. When a woman accusingly re- 
minds her man of something in the past, 
he replies, “I thought that was in Belu- 
thahatchee.” Or a person may say to 
another. to dismiss or forget some mat- 
ter. “Oh. that’s in Beluthahatchee.” 

Heaven has a Sea of Glass on which 
angels go sliding every afternoon. The 
principal thoroughfares are Amen Street 
and Hallelujah Avenue. These streets 
play tiines when walked on, and all shoes 
have songs in them. 

PALHI BEACH . . . A firm known 
as Royalty. Inc., will check the authen- 
ticity of titled noblemen who make them- 
selves romantic, desirable and matrimoni- 
ally available in the eyes of wealthy girls. 

THE KEYS . . . When a fisherman 
has caiight everything else, he is ready 
to try for the fastest, fightingest, hardest- 
to-get fi?h in the sea—the bonefish. Ве- 
cause of the bridges that make up the 
Overseas Highway, this lower end of 
Florida is one of the few places in the 
world where one can go deep sea fishing 
without a boat. Artists claim the Кеу 
waters have as many hues of green as the 
Mediterranean Sea has hues of blue. 

THE EVERGLADES . . . They 
could never film a true Western down 
here. The cowbnys who round up cattle 
are Indians riding jeeps. The End 


Robcrt Dav, the \vell-known 
cartoonist who clrew this picture, 
was a little afraicl tliere might be 
some pcoplc who vvoulcln’t know 
whatwc meant by ubiquitous. “It’s 
a pretty big vvord,” he said. 

“Don’t worry,” wc told him. 
“We’ll just put in a little remindcr 
that the clictionary says ubiquitous 
mcans ‘existing or bcing every- 
where at the same time.’ ” 

Tlrere’s surely no better way to 
dcscribe telephoncs! Thcy’re not 
only in millions of homes and 
offices but just about everywhere 
you go. In stores ancl at gas sta- 


tions! At airports, bus clepots and 
railroacl stations! Out-of-cloors! 

'riiroughout the country, thcrc 
arc hunclrccls of thousancls of thcse 
public tclcphones handy. 

So the next time something 
comes up whcn you’rc away from 
homc or thc officc, or thcrc’s some 
news you’d like to sharc with some- 
onc, just stcp up to onc of thosc 
nearby telcphones ancl call. 

You can save yoursclf a lot of 
running arouncl, bc a number of 
places in a few minutes, ancl get 
things settlecl while they arc frcsh 
in your mind. 


Working fogether fo l 
BELL TELEPH 


g peop/e togefher 
NE SVSTEM 
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woods of wonderful 

VVISCONSIN 


Here in this sunshine state jrou’Uhave the va- 
cation of your life! Nowhere else wiU you 
find such a variety of things to do and see— 
here in the State nature made famous. Aver- 
age summertime temperature is a perfect 69°. 
This уеаг plan your vacation in Wonderful 
Wi8consin. 



Bi0ekY,tlM heky ВаЈдлг, invfre« уои fo 


VVISCONSIN CONSERVATION DEPT. 

Sloto Offico Bidg., Room 15, Modlton 1, Wis 

Pleaee aend me complete Wi8con8in 
Kit including new book in color, mai 
reKulations, i ’ ^ 

information. 


s of additi< 


itionjf* reg 
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Your Cosmopontan 
Movie Guide 


BY MARSHALL SCOTT 

Outstanding Picture to Соше - 



ТНЕ SPIRIT OF ST. LOIIIS— The 

solo flight of twenty-five-year-old Charles 
A. Lindbergh across the Atlantic in his 


single-engine monoplane on Мау 20-21, 
1927, captured the imagination of the 
American people as few events have cap- 
tured it before or since. All the states 
and a thousand cities voted honors. 
President Coolidge awarded Lindy the 
first Distinguished Flying Cross and made 
him a Colonel in the Army Air Corps. 

Now, producer Leland Hayward and 
director Billy Wilder have recreated the 
momentous flight. from the moment the 
intrepid flyer stuffed five ham sandwiches 
into his coverall pocket and took off on 
the 3,600 mile flight into the drab gray 
yonder toward Paris and glory. Air Force 
Colonel James Stewart plays Lindbergh 
with a dedication befitting one of the 
great examples of man’s daring—and 
achieving—the impossible. (arner Bros.) 


The Best in Your Neighborhood 


ЛЕВЕНТ SriIWEIT*EH —An incom- 
plete, technically mediocre but affection- 
ate biographical sketch in color of the 
multifaceted man whom many regard as 
a contemporary saint. Filmed in color 
during a visit to his native Alsace and at 
his primitive hospital in the African jun- 
gle, its interest derives from its subject, 
as we watch the philosopher, pastor, sur- 
geon, organist go about his great work. 

(НШ and Anderson) 

ANASTASI.\—Ingrid Bergman makes 
her return to American films in this melo- 
dramatic story of the penniless girl who 
may be the only j^rincess to have escaped 
the Bolshevik murder of the Czar and his 
family. Helen Hayes as the Dowager 
Duchess and Yul Вгуппег as a conniving 
ex-Czarist officer are lier costars. 

(Tmentieth Century~Fox) 

.\HOV.^'U THE WOKI,n IN НО n.4VS 

—Half the stars of Hollywood play bit 
parts in support of David Niven and the 
great Mexican comedian. Cantinflas, as 
an English gentleman and his valet rac- 
ing around the 1872 world to win a bet. 
A high-hearted fling, it combines beauti- 
ful. filmed-on-location shots of some forty- 
odd countries with screwball comedy. New 
York Film Critics’ choice as Best Picture 
of 1956. (United Artists) 


ВЛТТЕЕ HVMN— Rock Hudson plays 
Colonel Dean Hess. the preacher turned 
pilot who became foster father and 
guardian angel to the uprooted orphans 
of the Korean War. (Vniversal) 

ЕП»Е 'UF THE 4TTV— An uneven but 
frequently powerful drama of a Negro 
freight handler and the mixed-up white 
lammister from the Army whom he be- 
friends. Sidney Poitier and John Cassa- 
vetes are excellent in the roles, and Jack 
Warden makes a particularly vicious hir- 
ing boss. (M-G-M) 

THE ПЛТ THEV liAVE В.«П1Е.Ч AWAV 

—Dale Eunson’s touching story based on 
a heroic incident in his grandfather’s 
childhood first appeared in Cosmopoli- 
TAN more than ten years ago. now pro- 
vides ihe basis for this heart-warming 
film starring Glynis Johns and Cameron 
Mitchell. (RKO) 

FEAK KTKIKE»( OITT— The fantastic 
story of Jim Piersall. brilliant Boston Red 
Sox outfielder. who spun from rookie suc- 
cess to a mental institution and. after 
undergoing p.«ychiatric treatment. back to 
major league stardom. is less a sports 
story than an account of a voung man’s 
fight to escape from under the cloud a 
dominant father has cast over his life. 
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Aiithony Perkins and Karl Malden are 
splendid as son and father. <Paramount) 

Г1’1Л. «r IJVK —Judy Holliday has the 
expert aid of the Metropolitan Opera 
basso Salvatore Baccaloni in this hectic 
comedy about a pregnant wife who has 
her hands full with her disorganized 
would-be writer of a husband and his 
spluttery stone-mason of a father. Richard 
Conte is hubby, Baccaloni the explosive 
old boy. (Columbia) 

ТНК CIHI, CAK^T ПЕСР IT — Јаупе 
Mansfield and a whooping contingent of 
Rock ’n’ Roll “guest stars” kick up a 
storm in this amusing comedy about a 
girl who just wants to be a housewife, 
and must resist the efforts of a smitten 
ex-hoodlum (Edmond O’Brien) and his 
hard-pressed press agent (Tom Ewell) 
to make her a singing star. 

(Tiventieth Century-Fox) 

TIIE (рКЕЛТ МЛА’ —Jose Ferrer digs 
behind the fa?ade of a universally be- 
loved television star and finds hls giant a 
heel of jmrest гау sadistic. Ed Wynn. 
Keenan Wynn, Julie London are some of 
the people he meets along the way. 

(Universal) 

IIE.%VE>’ KA’(»\%’N. Mll. .\1Л,1М».>’— 

Robert Mitchum as a tough Marine and 
Deborah Kerr as a nun are cast away on 
a de.serted Pacific island. later invaded by 
Japs. (Tuientieth Century-Pox) 

1ЛХХ1Е — Л decidedly offbeat p.sychologi- 
cal suspense story of a museum employee 
who carries three warring personalities 
within her placid exterior. Based on a 
novel by Shirley Jackson. it offers Eleanor 
Parker her biggest acting challenge. has 
TV’s “Medic,” Richard Boone. as her 
psychiatrist. (M-G-M) 

(»II МЕХ! (»II W(».\IE.>’!— Psychiatry is 
the topic at hand in this adaptation of a 
recent Broadway hit. and the head doctors 
are in for a round of good-natured kid- 
ding. David Niven, Ginger Rogers, and 
Dan Dailey are among the stars hanging 
on the merry-go-round. 

(Tuientieth Century-Fox) 

PARISi 1М1Е.Ч STIIAA’CE THIA’liS —In- 

grid Bergman is mixed up with royalty 
again as a widowed princess. a femme 
fatnle who becomes enmeshed in a politi- 
ral intrigue in turn-of-the-century Paris. 
Mel Ferrer and Jean Marais are the good 
men at the center of the conspiracy. 

(IFarner Bros.) 

THE ТЕ.Ч r(».>l.\IAXn.MK>’TS— Cecil 
В. DeMille, past grand-master of the 
super-colossal. has built his latest spec- 
tacular around the life of Mo.ses, played 
by Charlton Heston. Yul Вгуппег is co- 
starred as the cruel Pharaoh. and there 
are familiar faces such as Edward G. 


Robinson. Yvonne de Carlo. Anne Baxter 
and Debra Paget among the assembled 
multitudes. (Paramount) 

ТК.>’ TH«I’S.\>-|» BEDK(»(».\IS —Dean 
Martin’s first film venture without Јеггу 
Lewis finds him cast as a hotel tycoon 
taking over his newest palace. The place 
is Rome. the girls are lovely. the picture 
is slight but pleasant enough. Eva Bartok 
and Anna Maria Alberghetti are the raost 
important of the signorinas. (M-G-M) 

ТНЛТ A’MiHT —A terrifying accident 
which could happen to almost апуопе in 
this pressurized world of ours—a com- 
pletely unexpected heart attack suffered 
by a passenger on a commuter train—is 
the basis for this expanded version of a 
gripping television play derived from an 
actual occurrence. John Beal does a fine 
job as the stricken commuter. (RKO) 

THHEK ПК.\\-К .МКХ— Another actual 
case history is behind this Navy-approved 
story of a Navy Department civilian em- 
p1oyee wrongly discharged from his job 
as a security risk. Ernest Borgnine is the 
unlucky man. Ray Milland the fighting 
lawyer who risks his own reputation to 
defend him. and Dean Jagger the Navy 
official responsible for the whole mess. 

(Tuientieth Century-Fox) 

Т(»1> KKVHET .\FV.\IH— A fr()thy af- 
fair. based loosely on J. P. Marquand’s 
MelviUe Goodivin, U.S.A., has Kirk 
Douglas as a brilliant young general and 
Susan Hayward as the willful boss of a 
news magazine who sets out to ruin his 
reputation, ends up you know how. 

(IFarner Bros.) 

ТНК \\’ll(»>’(i »1.\.>’ —The ca.ee of a 
Stork Club musician who was falsely ac- 
cused of a number of robberies a few 
years ago is documented by Alfred Hitch- 
cock. with Непгу Fonda as the bewildered 
saxophonist and Vera Miles as the wife 
who is driven to a breakdown by his 
nightmare. (Warner Bros.) 

V(»l’ ('.\!\'Т К1ТЛ’ AW.\V VK«.\I IT 

—This will never erase your memories of 
the wonderful old Clark Gable-Claudette 
Colbert “It Happened One Night.” from 
which it derives. but it is still an enter- 
taining picture. Jack Lemmon and June 
.Allyson have the revaraped Gable-Colbert 
roles. (Columbia) 

THE V(»r.>’(j .STB.\1\’(JKK— Called 
“Operation Crewcut” by its studio. this 
drama stars James MacArthur (son of 
Helen Hayes) as a teen-ager who slices 
deeper and deeper into trouble in the 
vacuum left by his movie executive father. 
who is too busy to bother with him. The 
film is a youthful endeavor all around— 
its director, writer and producer are all 
in their twenties. (RKO) 

ТнЕ End 
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FLOniDA BOI7ND . . . or relaxing at 
lionie, you’ll want a pair of these com- 
fortable elasticized straw mesh slippers. 
In nalurul, white, pink or blue. Cork 
wedge heel and leather sole. Sizes 5 to 9. 

ppd. lilackton k’ifth Aveniie, Dept. 
CS, 68 East Flagler St., Miami, Florida. 



KKVS ТО SI;IT;E,SS. This well-known 
liorlalde typewritef can be yours on time 
payiiients, $1 down, |1 per week for 35 
months. With it you receive booklet on 
“How to Earn Мопеу at Home.” Send $1 
with order to Sloan & Peters, 403-CS 
Market Street, Newark, New Jersey. 



SIIOltT CUT to a new hair style. The 
figiire 8 chignon is attached in minutes. 
Of human hair to match yours. Stanđard 
colors, $7.50. Lt. blonde, aiibiirn, mixed 
grey, $10.75 ppd. Send sample, Fashion 
Hair, 175-CS 5th Ave., New York City. 



GIIKATmTIS rack displays a boy’s he- 
loved collection. Constriicted of solid pine 
wilh non-warp plywood sides, back. Тор, 
2%". 24" X 16" X 7" bottom. Equipped 
to hang or stand. Unfinished $4.95 ppd., 
light natiiral finish $5.95 ppd. Jeff Elliot, 
Dept. CS-1, Statesville, No. Carolina. 




TOPS for POPS 


^3!ftppd 

Joseph J. Blake 

“ТАе Gifl ’n Godget Мап" 

Dept. C-457 ♦ Вох 425 ♦ Gilfey, Colif. 


SOLBY BAYES Dept. o 

-45 Wintet Street, Boston S, Mass. 


1000 NAME & ADDRESS LABELS $1 

Your name and address beautifully printed 
on 1000 flne quality gummed labels. PACKED 
WITH RE-USABLE PLASTIC ВОХ. Use 

cards, records, etc. 1000 labels for onIy $1.00 
postpaid. Апу six orders for $Б. THIS IS A 
SPECIAL OFFER. A sensationai baraain. 
Ideal for gifts. Makes a wonderful, useful 

back. HANDY LABELS, 404 Jasperson Build- 
insr, Culver City 1, California. 


TITANIA 


alout in The READER'S DIOEST 

£:.ZmiAMONDS 



SUPERFLUOUS HAIR 
VOUR.PROBLEM? 

It.neednt be! Thousands of 
women have used the new 
Mahler Hair Removal Epilator 
and re-discovered the thrill of 
a beautiful complexlon, free 
from unwanted hair! Ву follow- 
ing our instructions you, too, 
use the Mahler safely and efficlently! Un- 
lilce depilatories. Mahler permanently de- 
stroys the hair root, never to grow again 
. . . and enables you to do it right in the 
privacy and convenience of your home! 

Positive money-baclc guarantee! __ 

WRITE TODAY for informative booklet "Ne^P^ 
Beautv" (enclose 5« for handling)lh| 
DEPT. 2Д-0 

PROVIDENCE 15. R. |Г~* 


MAHLER’Siiit. 


NO MORE BROKEN NAILS! | 


N АТ U R ALL "у ‘wi«iVu"t'" w*"iowi ji'blg''capsij ји7 taji; j 

HAVDENEFrVliiuarantald^tc’harLn’and^ I 

Plcaeuri” NAIl'hARDENEr’.'’* 
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Help for Duodenal Spasm Victims 


М E D I C I N E В V L A>V' R E N C E O A LTO X 


WIIAT'S ХЕЛЧ^ IX 

F or the thousancls who suffer from 
abdominal discomfort, many of 
whom airproacli being gastroin- 
testinal invalids. a new treatment mav 
hring good news. It promises an end to 
the physical distress and—no less im- 
portant—to nagging worry and anxiety 
about the cause. 

A man who complained only of ah- 
dominal pain was one type of victim. 
The pain was mysterious—generalized 
throughout the ahdomen from navel to 
cliesl margins. relentless. varving only 
iii degree hut never ahsent. unrelated to 
lime of day or night. to the seasons, or 
lo emotional disturhaiices. 

Another typical victim was a woman 
with diarrhea as well as the ahdojninal 
pain. A third was a patient with pain 
aiid diarrhea. plus distention. faintne«s. 
faligue, and even occasional rectal 
lileeding. 

There was no apparent cause for the 
disorder in апу of the three, no ulcer. 


no regional or generalized ileitis. no 
sprue. no ulcerative colitis in апу form, 
or other recognized disorder of colon or 
gastrointestinal track could he found. 

Мог was food the cause. In the mis- 
taken helief that it might be, and with 
the desperate hope of finding relief. two 
of the three patients had refused to eat 
.so many things that at times they were 
near starvation—hut still they suffered 
the pain and other discomforts. 

The Caiise and Its Cure 
The cause turned out to he duodenal 
spasm—violent and persistent contrac- 
tions in the duodeniim. the firiit portion 
of the small intestine. Fluoroscopic ех- 
ainination didn't reveal it. X-ray filras did, 
though .»onietimes several were needed. 

The treatment. which brought e\ccllent 
relief to all three. was the administration 
of Pro-Banthine. a spasm-relaxing drug. 

Duodenal spasra itself isn't апу new 
discovery. It has, in fact, been noted at 


times during gastroinlestinal x-ray siir- 
vey.s. But the first niedical report in wliirh 
such spasm was linked to many previouslv 
puzzling syinptoins was presented recenllv 
hefore the New York State Medieal 
Society. 

“The posthulhar duodenal spasm .syn- 
drome,” as it is called in medical laii- 
guage. has heen .stiidied to dale in 2:10 
patients. Its victinis are alioiit eipialb’ 
divided hetween men and wonien and. 
although it may affect tlie teen-ager and 
the verv elderlv person. il inost comiiionh 
strikes helween the ages of ilO aiid .W. 

In 80 per cent of all cases. ahdoininal 
jiain is the cardinal syniptoni. Diarrliea 
occurs in 66 per cent. In SS per eent tlie 
ahdominal pain and diarrhea ocrur siiiiul- 
taneous]y. In 12 per cent reclal pain is 
also a prohlem. .Лт1 aniong nianv otlier 
symptnins Wlii(di oeeiir orrasiona’lly are 
alternating conslijialion and diarrhea. 
hearthurn. nausea. indigeslion. gas. dis- 
tention. weakness. faintness. and fatigue. 
Insomnia is a frequent prohleni. 

In more than foiir of every five palienls 
treated. Pro-Banthine has worked—and 
worked well. X-ray sliidies made hefore 
and after its iise have heen reassiiring: 
the drug stops the violent involiintary 
contractions in the duodenum. aiid as the 
spasm .stops. so do all the ulariiiing 
symptom.e. 

In succe.ssfulK’ treated patienls. the 
need for .sedatives and opiates has heeii 
eliminated. Tlieir diets аге unrestricted. 
exrept for alcohol. 

In manv patients. relief has heen .sus- 
tained for more than three years on sinall 
doses of the medication without evidence 
of toxicity or cumulative side-effects. 


In t’hronic‘ally res'rp.sNod. with- 
drawn. underactive. inentally ill patients. 
Ritalin may bring dramatic improvemenl. 
a preliminary report indicates. A stiimi- 
lant for the central nervous svstem. it was 
first tried at a Michigan state hospital 
in 164 patients who had tremors. lethargy. 
and other symptom.s iirodiiced by too 
much reserpine. chlorpromazine and 
other trunquilizing agent.s. Within five to 
ninety minutes after a single intravenous 
injection. the great niajority heeanie alert 
and showed improveinent of other symii- 
toms. The driig was then tested in a small 
group of patients of another type with a 
long hi.story of underaclivity: all bene- 
fited. Illustrative of this type of case is 
one forty-four-year-old nian who never 
talked even when prodded. In twenly-one 



WEST 
М BEACH 


Chamber of Commerce 
Department СМ 
■ : 600 N. Flagler Drive 
• West Palm Beach, Florida 




Таке a new kind of holiday this 
summer. Give the family the 
lift of new sights, new thrills 
in this sea-cooled vacationland. 
palm-fringed waters, rare 
fiowers, stilt-legged tropical 
birds. Cast a Une from piers, 
bridges and watch ludicrous 
pelicans beg your catch. Picnic 
on secluded beaches at ocean’s 
edge. Епјоу deluxe living at half 
the cost of ordin8iry lodgings in 
most summer resorts. For fuU 
- details, mail coupon today! 

Tropical Florida’s FIRST Resort 


Gentlemen: Please sendyour brand new color ; 
brochure and summer vacation details to: 


Name. 

Address... 
City. 


...Zone.State. 




















years of hospitalization, he had spent 
every waking hour in a chair in the same 
corner of the ward without moving, had to 
be led to meals, helped in dressing and 
undressing. There was no visible reaction 
even when a towel was thrown at him 
repeatedly. Six minutes after the first of 
a series of injections, he caught a base- 
ball and began to play. In the next two 
hours he demonstrated more voluntary 
activity and mental alertness than he had 
in all his twenty-one years in the hospital. 
Thus far, in a still small-scale but none- 
theless encouraging experiment, patients 
who continued taking tablets of the drug 
after the initial injection are showing 
slow, steady improvement. 

In urinary tract infection, when 
antibiotics and other treatments fail, 
Mandelamine is often helpful. In a 100- 
patient study, the drug brought relief— 
usually within eight days—to 81 per cent 
of those with common acute urinary tract 
infections of long standing. 

New brain stroke: Stroke, or apo- 
plexy, which produces paralysis, has long 
been known to come from four causes. 
Now the discovery of a fifth cause 
promises to erase at least some cases of 
paralysis. The four well-known causes 
are brain hemorrhage, blood clot forma- 
tion in the brain (cerebral thrombosis), 
choking off of blood supply by a clot 
traveling from heart to brain (cerebral 
embolism), and sudden contraction of a 
brain artery (cerebral artery spasm). The 
fifth cause is cerebral vascular insuffi- 
ciency, or lack of enough blood in the 
brain to enable it to function properly; 
such lack occurs when blood pressure 
drops in patients who have narrowing of 
brain arteries. The pressure drop. pro- 
duced by апу one of a number of fac- 
tors, such as a heart beat irregularity or 
a severe hemorrhage anywhere in the 
body, starves the brain of blood and 
nourishment, damaging it and producing 
paralysis. Happily, in such cases, the 
brain blood supply can be restored by 
prompt use of drugs or blood trans- 
fusions, wiping out апу paralysis which 
may have begun to set in, 

РгеМпапсу may be detected earlier by 
a simple test using only hormone pllls, 
according to a British Medical Journal 
report. The pills contain the two female 
hormones, estrogen and progesterone. 
They’re taken for two days and if bleed- 
ing follows, pregnancy is ruled out. The 
technique proved accurate in every one 
of 62 cases, detecting pregnancy in 30 
and indicating non-pregnancy in the 
other 32. In most women who were not 
pregnant, bleeding occurred within one 
week after the test. The End 

For more information about these 
items, consult your physician 


What greater story has ever been 
told in so few words as the labels 
around the necks of Hungarian chil- 
dren who arrive at the Austrian bor- 
der, “Look after our children, we stay 
to fight to the end!” 

Forever in the pages of history will 
be written the bravery of the Hun- 
garian people in their elfort to break 
the chains of slavery and become a free 
people. As Christ once looked over 
the city of Jerusalem and wept, so 
must Не today weep over the city of 
Budapest. 

Christian Children’s Fund, with 
224 orphanages in 33 countries, in- 
cluding Austria, is assisting Hungar- 
ian refugee children. Such children 


can be “adopted”. The cost is $120.00 
a уеаг, if you wish, payable monthh'. 
You will receive your child’s name, 
address, picture and story and can cor- 
respond. If you want to “adopt” such 
a child, please check here 

Children can also be “adopted” at 
the same cost with the same privileges 
in Belgium, Borneo, Brazil, Burma, 
Finland, France, Free China, Greece, 
Hong Kong, India, Indochina, Indo- 
nesia, Italy, Jamaica, Japan, Jordan, 
Korea, Lapland, Lebanon, Масао, 
Л1а1ауа, Mexico, Okinawa, Pakistan, 
Philippines, Puerto Rico, Syria, United 
States, Western Germany, or wher- 
ever the greatest need. 


For information mrite: Dr. J. Calvitt Clarke 

-CHRISTIAN CHILDREN’S FUND, Inc. • 

RIGHMOND 4, VIRGINIA 


I wish to “adopt” a boy.... 


....Please send me further information. 


...girl for one уеаг ir 


(Name Country) 

I tvill рау $10 a month ($120 a уеаг). 
Enclosed is payment for the full уеаг 

.first month. Please 

send me the child’s name, story, ad- 
dress and picture. I understand that 
I can correspond -rvith the child. AIso 
that there is no obligation to continue 
the adoption. 

I cannot “adopt” a child but vvant to 
help by giving $.. 


Gifts of апу amount are vvelcome. 
Gifts are deductible from income ti 
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VACATION GUIDE 

ТО NEW YORK STATE 


Does Climate Affect 
Your Health? 

Can Florida’s warm sun bake away your aches and 
pains? Will bracing winter breezes help you live longer? 
Does weather affect your diet? Here are the answers 


























7 DAYS-6 NIGHTS IN A LUXURIOUS MIAMI BEACH HOTEL! 


V^acation in the (iold Coast surroundings that millionaires and celebrities епјоу 
. . . at a small fraction of the wintertime rates. Fly there by National’s famed 
STAR service, unsurpassed in the worid ... luxurious iow-cost day and night Club Coaches ... 
... radar-equipped to assure the smoothest flights you’ve ever known! 


80 LUXURIOUS Miami Beach hoteis or motels to choose from. GET Y0UR FREE "Roud/l Vaf'Atioll 17(0641 
Ocean-front, air conditioned. 


SEE MORE of Florida. T.OW, I.OW summer rates also at Clear- 
water, Daytona Beach, Fort Lauderdaie, St. Petersburg Beach, 
Sarasota ... and Ilavana. 

VACATtON N0Wpay later. Use National’s Time Payment Vaca- 
tion Plan. Also mquire about National’s Fly & Drive Plan. 



70 pages...full-color photos of leadlng 
attractions... everything you want to 
know about the Sunshine State to help 
you plan your vacation best! Ask your 
Travel Agent for your free сору, or use 
the convenient coupon below. 


See your Travel Agent or your National Airlines Ticket office 


NATIONAL 

AIRLINE OF THE STARS 

SERVING 39 U.S. CITIES AND HAVANA, CUBA 


NATIONAL AIRLINES 

Вох 833, International Airport, MIAMI, FLORIDA 
Please send me your FREE book, the 
FLORIDA VACATION DIGEST. No obligation. 

NAME_ 

ADDRESS_ 
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America's Happiest Governor 


LeRoy Collins runs a $100,000,000-a-year public business, drives an old-model car, ad libs 
on TV and is a supersalesman wlio sells Florida to every otber state in the Union 

BY HARRIET LA BARRE 


A t 5 А.м. a tall man in lninting clothes 
/% comes quietly downstairs to the 
/ Ж kitchen, drinks a cup of hot cof- 
fee with skimmed milk, then picks up his 
shotgun. At this early hour, dew is still 
on tlie Spanish moss and the oaks antl 
the pinewoods not many miles outsule of 
Tallahassee. The man glances at his 
wrist watch, estimates he’ll have two 
good hours of hunting. Не steps outside, 
checks his rifle, and breathes deeply of 
the good air. Whai more could a man 
ask? 

Plenty. LeRoy Collins, forty-seven-year- 
old Governor of Florida, likes to start ofi 
his day hunting, but by eight o’clock, 
conventionaIly dressed in neat suit and 
dark tie, he arrives at his Tallahassee 
office in search of bigger game. One of 
the things that keeps LeRoy Collins happv 
is that he keeps bringing down that big- 
ger game. Outlawing slot machines and 
hammering through legislation for good 
schools and a belter park system аге 
some of the hassles Collins has been en- 
joying ever slnce, as a twenty-five-year- 
old lawyer, he made the jump into poli- 


tics. Even the pesky and dangerous 
mosquito has fallen before Collins’ fight 
for better mosquito control. Florida chil- 
dren—including Collins’ own four chil- 
dren—don’t know what it’s like to shake 
with the chills and fever of malaria that 
Collins suffered as a child. 

Kindly Capital Climate 

То make Florida “boomier,” Collins 
often plays the role of supersalesman. 
His personal “Sell Florida” tours of the 
Middle West and Northeast, and his ad- 
vertising of Florida’s “friendly govern- 
mental climate” have helped bring a 
bonanza of tourists, new industry, and— 
to Florida natives—plain civic awareness. 
The University of Florida gets funds for 
an atoraic reactor: a commission to 
promote Florida’s industrial advantages 
springs into being; a turnpike, to run the 
length of the state, unwinds like a white 
ribbon; Floridians get a new mental hos- 
pital. Behind these magic activities is 
the hand of LeRoy Collins. 

In the political jungle, Collins is known 
for stubborn persistence. Не expects to 


have enemies, points out, “As someone 
has said, you can’t avoid stepping on 
people’s toes tinless you stand still.” 

Collins hasn’t stood still, but neither 
dld he make it from grocery clerk to 
Governor in just one glant step. One of 
six children, Collins is the grandson of a 
circuit-riding Methodist preacher and the 
son of a Tallahussee grocer. Teen-aged 
and eager, he went to work as a de- 
livery and stock boy in a grocery slore 
and saved his топеу until he had enough 
to attend buslness school in Poughkeep- 
sie, New York. Васк in Tallahassee a 
уеаг later, he went to work as a bank 
teller, saved enough топеу to study law. 
got his law degree from Cumberland Uni- 
versity, passing the bar with the second 
highest grade ever scored until that 
time. During the depression in 1932, 
young lawyer Collins found himself with 
a law income of about $34 a month and 
the problem of how to таггу his child- 
hood sweetheart, Магу Call Darby, and 
have enough income for two. Collins’ an- 
swer was to campalgn for the job of Leon 
County prosecutor. Не lost. But two years 
later, having married Магу Darby despite 
his defeat, Collins won election to the 
State House of Representatfves. Не was 
on his way. From 1940 to 19.S2, exceptfor 
a hitch in the Navy—from which he 
emerged a lieutenant—Collins was a State 
Senator. At Tallahassee he kept on shoot- 
ing off sparks of inspired legislation, in- 
sisting that Florida be “self-reliant and 
not anxious to fly to Wa8hington at the 
drop of a Federal dollar.” 

Now, his black hair streaked with gray, 
Collins still doesn’t vary the pitch. It 
might be summed up as “No ward-heel- 
ing or back-scratching, and keep уоиг 
hands out of the till.” 

Man on the Street 

Sometimes described as “All South- 
ern,” Collins is six feet, one inch tall, 
lean and well-knit; he weighs 197 pounds 
and has a quick smile and a concen- 
trated, kindly stare when you speak to 
him. A hiker, Collins usually walks from 
his home to the Governor’s office. Collins 
estimates that during this walk, in the 



HOW ТО BOOST A STATE; The Governor approves a sunburst 
that will go free to shops across the country. В. R. Fuller, right, 
is director of Florida Development Comniission, a Collins project. 
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TIIE FAMILV DROPS IIS to see how the decorating is coming along in the newly coinpleted $360,000 
executive hoiiie they’ll live in for the next foiir years. The home they are vacating is across the street. 






Governor (co„unu.a) 



TIIE GOVERIVOR AND HIS WIFE put Darby to bed in the guest room, which she prefers to her rooni 
because it is downstairs where things are happening. Collins feels tinie with his children is important. 




IX HIS WHITEWASHED STEDV, surrounded by 
sporting gear, Collins alternates work and hobbies. 
Не follows no schedule, works best under pressure. 


LATE ТЕЕХАСЕ PARTV: After movie, Магу Call 
hrings friends home for “Houn’ Dog” session. Blue 
jeans are commonplace in the gubernatorial manse. 
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course of a month he gets to say hello 
to just about everybody in Tallahassee. 
Sometimes he stops in a drugstore for a 
cup of coffee, sometimes he huys peanuts 
on Main Street, nibbles them abstractedly 
as lie greets people. In a hurry, he travels 
in an old model Cadillac. “Money’s too 
tight for a nevf car,” he told the state 
when they offered to give him a newer 

A banjo player in his high school days, 
Collins now prefers to sing local folk 
song.s, and spin yarns for his six-year-old 
daiighter Darby, who wishes he were a 
Hidlywood producer so he could put her 
in the movies. With a six-day week of ac- 
tivities that require the tact of a diplo- 
mat, the skill of a chessi)layer, the 
dogged persistence of a football coach, 
Collins likes to spend his evenings relax- 
ing. That means watching TV with his 
wife, or settling down before the fireplace 
and, over coffee and homemade cake, 
catching up on news of .son LeRov, Jr., 
twenty-one, now in the Pacific; daughter 
Магу Call, fourteen; and daughter Jane, 
eighteen. Viewing his grown son LeRoy 
and six-year-old daughter, Collins once 
observed to his wife, with a smile of 
amusement, “It looks as though we’re des- 
tined to spend the rest of our natural 
lives in the P.T.A.” 



Family of Statesmen 

Collins’ wife, l)rown-eyed, brown- 
haired Магу Call, met her hushand in 
high school, where he was three years 
ahead of her. She considered him “an 
older man” and thought it fitting that he 
ignored her until she grew up enoiigh to 
be noticed. Like Collins. she prefers in- 
formality. Friends dropping in at “The 
Grove,” built by Магу Call’s great-grand- 
father and occupied by the Collins fam- 
ily since 1941, generally end up settling 
down for a chat in the basement kitchen- 
dining room. Магу Call has no trouble 
fitling into her role as a governor’s wife— 
.she is the great-granddaughter of Richard 
Keith Call, twice the territorial governor 
of Florida. 

For the Collins. some bitter goes with 
the sweet. Privacy. to LeRoy Collins, 
means time alone with his family. Yet dur- 
ing the past eighteen months. 12,000 vis- 
itors have dined or sipped punch at the 
Collins home. Accomplishment to Collins 
means better laws. healthier people, hap- 
pier people. Yet that too takes him on 
long trips away from his family. “The 
hardest thing for me to take,” admits 
Collins, “even harder than the expected 
loss of privacy, is the separation from my 
family. ... I miss the little talks with 
the children . . . and listening to girl- 
talk or boy-talk.” 

But Governor LeRoy Collins is out to 
make Florida the greate.st. Не loves his job. 

TnE End 


Helen Neushaefer Nail Polish 


still the only nail polish 
containing PLASTEEN . . . 
the miracle chip-proofing 
ingredient only 15ф 

and 

New-Formula 

Iridescents 

in fahulous jewei shades only 20^ 

Super Lasteen 
Li pstick 

in the improved free wheeling, 
swivel case with the unicjue 
color-teller tip only 39ф 


Helen Neushaefer 

at уоиг favorite variety or drug store 
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MIAMI.. . youthful metropolis of tropical 
enchantment, the magic name that means 
many things to many people. Miami is the 
glint of sun on golden sands . . . the stimulating 
relaxation of fun and laughter. It’s the gliding 
beauty of breeze-billowed sails . . . the glister 
of nightclubs . .. the rainbow throb of neons 


Miami is the silver flash of a hghting fish ... 
the endless excitement of alluring attractions 
.. . skiing furrows through splashing seas ... 
a day of languid cruising on Biscayne Вау. 
Miami is pulsating music ’neath swaying 
palms. It’s the majestic moon balanced above 
indigo water, lulled by the murmer of infinity. 


against the midnight sky. 

fascioatmg fon 

Тсоте! 

|eativVty'- Coo^ 


The vacotion уоиг dreams deserve...is waiting in 


м 




Send for new color brochnre describing 
Miami vacation, living and capital 
growth opportnnitiee. 

Writeto: "INVITATION ТО MIAMI" 
Depl.195 

320 N. E. 5th Street, Miami, Florida 






Special Messagc to CosmGpolitan 


I WA.4 »№1Л4а1ТЕ» to learn of Cos- 
mopolitan’s plans for devoting its 
entire April, 1957, issue to Florida, 
its attractions, industries, people and 
way of life. 

The story of Florida’s recent prog- 
ress and growtli is, indeed, a dra- 
matic one and we are anxious to take 
advantage of every opportunity to 
liave the faots presented accurately 
and fully. 

Each month enough new residents 
come to Florida to make a town the 
size of Andover, Massachusetts, or 
Donora, Pennsylvania, or Bowling 
Green, Ohio. 

It is now the fastest-growing major 
state in America, with a flourishing 
есопошу hased on the three sound 
foundations of industry, tourito, 
and agriculture. 

Yet, it is still a pioneer state 
ivith vast opportunities, hecause 
Florida is a land of many contrasts. 


and, as such, it is a land for every- 
оп£. The soil, for example, ranges 
frorm the white sands of the beaches 
to pitch-black muck which is so rich 
it actually will burn for days if nol 
properly attended. 

There is the sparkle and splendor 
of the “Gold Coast” areas with more 
new hotels than in all the rest of 
the world combined. And tliere is 
the 8till-water, moss-draped “Cross 
Creek” country loved so deeply by 
Marjorie Kinnan Rawlings. 

Florida is the oldest part of the 
United States. The flags of five na- 
tions have flown over our soil. And 
yet Florida is as new as the latest- 
model nuclear reactor. 

We in Florida have a goal toward 
which we are building. We want to 
make the Sunshine State the very 
finest place in the world for a man 
and his wife to live, ivork, raise 
a family and епјоу a fiiller life. 
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CLEAREST WATER in the world flows from Florida’s twenty-seven springs, which 
bubble up from huge limestone caverns thousands of feet below the surface. At 
the largest, Silver Springs, where these swimmers cavort, submarine visibility 
is five hundred feet. Hollywood has shot тапу underwater movie scenes here. 


Fabulous Florida 

Here it is, the incredible story of the state that has become, in one explosive 
decade, America’s playground and one of our boomingest industrial frontiers 

BY BIL.L. BALLANTINE 


A sk several people to draw vou a map 

/% of the United States. Апуопе — 
/ » your butcher, the checker at the 
siipermarket, the elevator boy, that fel- 
low bent over the next desk, your own 
fourth-grader. Vou’ll get some mighty 
odd concei.tions. The Mississippi River 
шау be missing, Kansas overlooked, Ore- 
gon confused with Washington. But one 
thing is sure: on every one of these hand- 
drawn faces of our nation a long Pinoc- 
chiolike nose will jut crazily from the 
lower right corner. Nobody misses 
Florida. 

This fabulous lotus land of super sun- 
shine is the country’s most readily lo- 
cated chunk of real estate. Florida’s in- 
sistent publicity drums, booming their 
rhapsodic beat coast-to-coast. border-to- 
border, have told everyone that Florida 
is America's most famous, most desired 
playground, the world’s greatest amuse- 

Surprisingly, Florida’s claques and 
paid partisans have not been unduly ех- 
travagant in their praises. Nowhere else 
in North America will you find such 
carefree. frostfree good living. such un- 
inhibited gaiety and pampered comfort. 
But the big news about Florida today is 
iliat it is no longer the exclusive playland 
of the very rich. out of reach of the 
average tourist. It is now possible for 
a schoolteacher or stenographer on a 
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modest vacation budget to have an enor- 
mously good time in Florida. 

Today you can live well in Florida on 
апу pocket level. A vacationer can bed 
down in an ocean-front palace under 
silken sheets in an air-conditioned suite 
with color TV and 100—count ’em—100 
clothes hangers in the mildew-proofed 
dressing closet. Or, if he doesn’t mind 
walking a bit to get to the beach and 
sunning in less exclusive purlieus he can 
settle in a hotel not quite so mag- 
nificently mastodonic in a less fashion- 
able neighborhood. Or if a visitor is real- 
ly strapped he can make do on a squeaky 
iron bed in a room with a sink in the cor- 
ner and a communal in the hall—and be 
comforted by the thought that the moon 
he sees from his window is the same 
lush hunk of golden cheese seen by ev- 
егу other Florida lover. 

Wliere Toiirists Аге Kings 

On all Florida levels nothing is too 
good for the tourist. Не becomes the 
world’s most pampered mamnjal. Tour- 
ism, Florida’s substitute for uranium, 
brought in a 1956 bonanza of $1.200.- 
000.000 (1192.000.000 more than in 
1955) from a thundering herd of 6.250,- 
000 visitors. The winter onslaught of sun 
chasers has increased two and one half 
times since the war ended twelve years 
ago in 1945, when only 2,500,000 winter- 


haters made their escape to the land of 
the spreading |>afms. With only 10 per 
cent of the nation’s total hotel-motel in- 
vestment. Florida does a whopping 16 
per cent of its total business. 

One airline, whicli is capalile of саггу- 
ing 2,500.000 passengers from New York 
City to Florida during the winter peak 
season, sends at that time 200 flights in 
and out of Miami every day. Five other 
airlines bring tourists to Florida from the 
rest of the states. and eleven Иу in from 
the Caribbean, South America, and Eu- 
rope. Twelve railroads cart customers 
into the state. 

Airlines aje steering the low-income 
vacationer to a Florida lioliday witli such 
lures as Piggy Bank and Bargain Coach 
llights (some of these even Иу in the 
more desirable daylight hours; several 
ofler free meals aloft and reserved seats) ; 
hotel and motel tie-ups, with rooms as 
low as |39 a week; and paekage ехсиг- 
sions to Miami Beach, Elysium of all 
Florida tourists. for as low as $119 a 
week, whlch includes “round-trip air 
fare, airport-hotel transfers by Cadillac 
limousine, hotel or motel room. one night- 
club party, one water ski lesson, and a 
botlle of suntan oil.” 

It is farther to Florida from the North 
than casual travelers realize. New York 
City to Miami is a pushing three days by 
automobile; twenty-four hours by fastest 
(continued) 



АТ CVPRESS GARDENS the famous Мар of Florida swimming pool is setting for annual March coronation of the 
state’s grapefruit queen. In water are 27,838 grapefruit and a bevy of beauties for gueen’s court. Antebellum 
belles in background are part of garden’s permanent scenerj. Several times a day they drop their hoop skirts 
and become daredevil aguamaids. Among garden’s other attractions are bug-eating pitcher planls, the “skame” 
plant, that closes its leaves when touched, and the Confederale rose, which opens tvhite, liirns red by sunsel. 
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Fabuious Florida (с...ша.а) 

train; three and one-half hours on the 
very svviftest nonstop plane. 

Апу gas peddler along апу Florida 
highway will proudly tell you that his 
state’s northern l)oundary is well south 
of California’s .southern one. And he will 
gladly produce a road map to prove it, 
and show you also that a line dropped 
from the coast of Maine hits a point in 
the Atlantic Ocean 837 miles east of 
Jacksonville, one drawn from Miami di- 
rectly south touches the west coast of 
South America at Ecuador. He’ll j.oint 
out that Miami is directly south of Cleve- 
land, and that Pensacola is on a line with 
Chicago. 

The hest thing about the drive south 
to Florida is that first breath of mar- 
velous, balmy air. Coats come off, ties are 
shed, convertihle tops go down as this 
lovely atmosphere is met. It is an ех- 
(juisite blend of salty sea, sweet flowers 
and orange blossoms. the dry green heat 
of palms and cool .shade of moss-hung 
live oaks. It is hetter than anything you 
can buy up north in winter—not always 
as superlative as the travel folders claim, 
hut close enough to make the long jour- 
пеу well worth while. 

This Way to tlie Big Show 

Most autoists head south through the 
blessed Land of Goshen on U.S. Route 1, 
which has an engaging carnival spirit. 
Just over the border. signs are circumspect 
(“Guests Accepted”), often moral (“Cab- 
ins for Travelers Only”). But as the апх- 
ious adventurer guns southward through 
country that is strangely beautiful, the 
signs hecome bigger and more flamboy- 
ant, like winking, hlinking, beckoning 
Loreleis, “No Vacancy” signs appear 
more freqiiently and the cost of sleeping 
creeps slowly upward. The increasingly 



PELICANS are an amusing part of 
Florida scenerj. Stale has тапу sanc- 
tuaries where wild birds come to nest. 
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tropical landscape becomes more and 
more exciting to the Northerner. Road- 
side stands offer all manner of blandish- 
ments: pecan fudge, carved coconut gar- 
goyles, flamingos made of tinted shells, 
cyi)ress knee table lamps, dyed sea oats, 
fluorescent abalone crucifixes proffered as 
TV lamps, tupelo honey, guava jelly, 
tropical fruks by the crate (“We Ship 
Anywhere”), and of course orange juice, 
sometimes offered free to entice motorists 
to stop and shop. 

Sunshine and Cheers 

A I'lorida tourist is barely across the 
state’s northern border when he becomes 
aware of a curious thing: every local he 
meets is a private Florida Chamber of 
Comraerce. Then he discovers something 
even more interesting; very few of these 
rabid boosters are native sons. The motel 
man displays the sign: “We’re from In- 
diana. Where're you from?” The park- 
ing hoy at the swank motel hails from 
Coshocton, Ohio; the bartender is out of 
Altoona, Pennsylvania. And not one of 
the immigrants would go back where he 
came from for a jillion dollars. 

Florida has a long-whiskered history. 
French Huguenots established a Florida 
beachhead over fifty years before the 
first Pilgrim set foot on Plymouth Rock; 
Spanish conquistadors roistered in Flor- 
ida more than two centuries before the 
first thirteen stars were sewn to our flag. 

Today the state is acquiring 12,000 
new settlers a month. Florida is the 
population prodigy of the twentieth cen- 
tury, with an increase of 25 per cent in 
the last five years to a total of 3,876,100 
permanent residents at the end of April, 
1957. The only Amerioan localities 
growing faster are Alaska, because of 
our arctic defenses, Nevada and Ari- 
zona, because of atom research, whose 
combined populations are not half 
Florida's. 

This enormous population inva.sion got 
its toe hold during World War II when 
Florida was one huge military camp. 
The trainees fell in love with the ])lace 
and vowed to come back with their G.I. 
accumulations. Мапу that could, did, and 
sjient their powder-burned dollars sup- 
plementing G.I. Bill educations or ])lant- 
ing small investments under the sun. 

The new Florida is young: 56 per cent 
of the population is under thirty-five years 
old, and strong in creative s])irit. The 
last census showed that more than half 
of Florida’s residents were born in 
other states or countries. This cousinly 
mixture of North and South, leavened by 
the yearly millions of pleasure-bent 
strangers and spiked by youth, is giving 
Florida a unique quality of pioneer en- 
thusiasm. Everyone dreams king-size, and 
“challenge” is Florida’s favorite word. 

Florida tDday is more than a giddy. 


overbalIyhooed pleasure dome. It is the 
last American frontier without a wil- 
derness’s scratching hardshi])s, a placc 
to pit your wits, try your luck, use your 
talent. 

The state’s industrial boom—hundreds 
of northern industries are building plants 
costing millions—is today’s hottest topic 
around the Florida cracker barrel. St. 
Petersburg, long regarded as the old 
folks’ paradise on earth. has ])roved its 
youthful vigor by coj^ping several of the 
more juicy plums. A nylon уагп plant 
keeps Pensacola humming; guided mis- 
siles are moving in on Orlando; and the 
filigreed Old Guard in Palm Beach are 
bracing themselves to take the shock of 
the arrival of Pratt and Whitney (“What- 
ever would Mrs. Stotesbury have 
thought? Jets in Palm Beach. Му dearV') 

Florida’s greatest population growth is 
roughIy south of an arc swung across 
the state from Tanipa north to Ocala, 
east to Daytona Beach. The northwestern 
metropolis, Pensacola, the Panhandle’s 
biggest city and oldest naval base (1824), 
holds only 5 per cent of the stale’s en- 
tire ]) 0 ])ulation. The northeast manufac- 
turing country, centered around Jackson- 
ville, houses 12 per cent of the state’s 
population. Farther south, halfway 
through the state’s middle ridge. is the 
retirement utopia and citrus country, 
where 450,000 acres of groves ])roduce 
three of every four oranges grown in the 
United States. Here within a rough tri- 
angle. Lakeland to Orlando to Ocala, 
are 10 рег cent of the state’s people. 

But the southwest coast. from ihe “Gulf 
Sun Coast” of St. Petersburg. Tamj^a and 
Sarasota to the “Little Gold Coast” of 
Naples, contains a healthy 18 ])er cent, 
and the fabulous seventy-mile Atlantic 
coastal stretch south of Jupiter Island 
shelters the state’s largest citizen seg- 
ment, a larrui)ing 27 ])er cent. The ])o])- 
ulation of Florida is concenlrated so 
heavily on the coast because two-thirds 
of the state is made u]) of uninhabitable 
swamps, lakes and piney woods. 

Space for Diversitjr 

The remaining Floridians are scattered 
in tlie northwest pul]) and pa])er-])roduc- 
ing country; in the black-muck. vegota- 
ble-raising lands helow Lake Okeechobee 
(without benefit of promotional hoop-la, 
agriculture has always been Florida’s old 
reliable economic giant) ; on the fringes 
of the ’glades; and in the cattle ranges 
and .scrublands of south central Florida, 
one of the oldest cattle producing areas 
in the States. . 

Tourists fanning out over the state soon 
find that it is a mighty big ])lace. A 
drive from Florida’s southernmost tip, 
Кеу West, to its northwestern outpost, 
Pensacola, is about as long as a trip 
from New York to Chicago. Florida has 
(continuetl) 




SWlIIIimiVG IS EASY. The 

30,000 lakes and a tidal coa 
year-round temperalure aven 


lj’\l»EllWATEK IVIIKRODS can spear seven hun- 
dred varieties of fish, and beachcombers find thou- 
sands oj beautiful shells tvashed up by each high tide. 


THE FISHIIVG FLEET heads deepseatvard jrom Miami’s Biscayne Вау. Tourists рау three dollars jor a “head boat” 
(all tackle jurnished). It costs jrom twenty-five dollars a day up to charter a boat. There are fijty-six yacht 
clubs in the state and more than sixty-five major boating events. No license is reguired jor sall waler angling. 









Fabulous Florida (e.nu.»ed) 

the longest coastline of апу state, 1,146 
miles. It contains 30,000 lakes, three 
times as many as Minnesota. One Florida 
colossus, Lake Okeechobee, covers 1,250 
square miles, and is solemnly declared 
by state law to be salt water so that it 
can be fislied without license in all sea- 

Florida has a larger variety of trees 
than апу other state. There is one that 
strangles other trees, and oysters grow 
in still olhers. Florida boasts sixty-four 
varieties of orchid and four hundred bird 
families, many of them rare and exotic. 
Sharks, swordfish, tarpon, porpoise, and 
sea cows have been taken from its waters, 
along with some 700 other kinds of fish, 
including one twenty-pound bass hooked 
in Naples last winter with a wire coat 
hanger. Florida is the only place in 
America where palm trees, Seminole In- 
dians, alligators and crocodiles grow 
wild. And it has a great variety of sights 
—some natural, some contrived to catch 
the last loose tourist dollar. 

In Florida you can buy a look at almost 
anything from a mosaic reproduction of 
“The Last Supper” to a live 500-pound 
manatee. You can meet a shark in the 
huge steel-glass tanks of marine aquari- 
ums, watch porpoises leap three times 
their own length and jump through paper 
hoops; see diving hqrses and leopard rays 
big as baby grand pianos. You can 
wander along tanbark tree paths through 
man-made jungles, or visit a genuine for- 
est primeval, like the Highlands Ham- 
mock State Park, a wild animal preserve 
of 3,800 acres with elevated walks over 
unspoiled lagoons and inhabited jungle 
pools. 

Last уеаг over two million people pic- 
nicked, camped and wandered in Flor- 
ida’s thirty-eight state parks and historic 
sites, including the state's greatest natu- 
ral preserve, the vast subtropical wilder- 
ness of the Everglades National Park, 
soon to be the nation’s third largest—over 
a million acres when completed. It is 
supervised by Dan Beard, visionary natu- 
ralist son of the famous Воу Scout leader, 
and features live creatures—wildcats, cot- 
lon-mouthed moccasins, bald eagles, tree 
snails, snowy egrets, roseate spoonbills, 
water turkeys—rather ihan the geological 
wonders of other national parks. Boats 
poke up the Barron River exi)loring wa- 
ter alleys once used by rum-runners, 
j)lume hunters and smugglers. 

Fountain of Youthful Beauties 

Florida’s natural springs attract many 
tourists. There аге twenty-seven. ranging 
in flow from 14.000 to 800,000.000 gal- 
lons a day. At Silver Springs, the world’s 
largest, it is possible to watch a реппу 
drop in the crystal clear water eighty-one 
feet to the bottom. These springs must be 
the fountains of youth for which Ponce 
42 


de Leon vas searching, for here disport 
the prettiest, most shapely water babies 
I've ever seen. performing underwater 
ballets and acrobatic stunts on water skis. 

Some Sights to See 

Though Florida is not much for gran- 
diose monuments, the Вок Singing Tower, 
a carillon memorial to the grandparents of 
Edward W. Вок, famous American editor, 
is outstanding. The bells, weighing from 
11 to 23,000 pounds, give thrice weekly 
concerts and moonlight recitals during 
the winter season. Youngsters always en- 
јоу St. Augustine’s ancient fortress (1756), 
the Castillo de San Marcos, the oldest 
United States fort still standing. It has 
12-foot-thick walls, battlements, moats 
and dungeons, in one of which Osceola, 
the Seminole warrior, was imprisoned. 
There are all sorts of historic Florida 
houses to gawp at; the venerated lab- 
home of Thomas Alva Edison, the pres- 
ent abode of Tennessee Williams, the 
“southernmost house.” at Кеу West. the 
ex-home of Ernest Hemingway, and the 
vacation White Houses of Presidents Tru- 
man and Eisenhower. And Sarasota has 
the many-splendored Venetian-baroque 
dream castle of the world’s most famous 
circus Goliath. John Ringling. 

Florida’s skyline is changing from Кеу 
West to St. Augustine and from Naples 
to Pensacola. as palmetto and palm suc- 
cumb to bulldozer blade and hammers 
beat a steady, tattoo. Country land that 
used to go begging is on the block for 
$12.000 an acre. 

Newly married couples are sprouting 
family wlngs in a spread of low-cost 
“sustenance homes”—worth as much as 
$16.000—up the Gold Coast in an almost 
solid bed from Miami to Palm Beach, 
in staid St. Augustine. far-off Кеу West. 
At Hollywood, where a hundred homes 
a month appear, developments are even 
beginning to encircle a Seminole Indian 
reservation. And where there are new 
houses, of course, there are new custom- 
ers. a truth not lost on merchants like 
Food Fair Stores, Inc., which has opened 
over fifty markets in Florida since 1948. 

Cities are sprouting new suburbs al- 
most overnight. Fort Myers’ offspring, 
Fort Myers Shores. was created when 
the М. Н. Davis family offered home 
sites complete with streets and wiring 
along the Caloosahatchee River. Attract- 
ed by the prospect of boating. fishing, and 
hunting right at their back doors. new 
residents bought two million dollars’ 
worth of property in twelve m'bnths. 

Sarasota is expanding so fast that its 
“old settlers.” those who came in the 
thirties, are becoming alarmed lest the 
town’s unhurried. first-name atmosphere 
be spoiled forever. Karl Bickel, one of 
that city’s most distinguished citizens, 
told me he paid $6,500 in 1933 for the 


cloistered Spanish home in which hc 
lives and recently turned down an offer of 
$87,000 for it. 

In Florida good living comes in пшпу 
packages, as lavish or as simple as you 
choose. Men with more топеу than most, 
less than some, are building modem 
tropical mansions along the Venetian 
canals of Fort Lauderdale, or on the 
serpentine peninsulas at Naples, where 
the lots alone are bringing prices from 
$11,000 to $30,000. Or they are lucating 
among the 11,000 newly opened acres 
surrounding the Воса Raton Club and 
Hotel, the world's most opulent and once 
its most exclusive leisure layout. At this 
sultanic Shangri-la, Florida good-livers 
can i)unt about in genuine Venetian gon- 
dolas, and spend weekends watching 
America’s only twenty-goal polo or dining 
iti the overpowerlngly gold-leafed Ca- 
thedral Room, whose grandiose best Ad- 
dison-Mizner style is facetiously referred 
to as Gulf Stream Episcopal. 

There are still charming, inexpensive 
waterfront spots to be had on the islands 
of Marco (good fishing), Sanibel (best 
shelling in America), and Captiva (good 
resting). About seventy miles above St. 
Petersburg is a favorlte hideaway, Crystal 
River, used mostly by burghers who go to 
fish and forget tourlsts. Also up that way 
is Mullet Кеу, which has only one old- 
fangled white clapboard liotel, ghosts 
on its beaches, and no automobiles. 

Boom with a Firm Foundatioii 

Every Floridian I questioned felt that 
the present real estate boom (some 
wouldn’t even call it that) is more solid 
than the one that went bust in 1926, be- 
cause healthy growing industry is back- 
ing this one. Very little land is bcing 
sold unseen or purely for speculation, 
whereas back in the insane days lots 
often changed hands a dozen times a 
week. Today people are living and rais- 
ing families on the land they buy in 
Florida. 

But when the jets are searing the saw- 
grass and when there are more engineers 
than oranges, Florida will remain Anier- 
ica’s most splendid playground. Tuxedoed 
hotel comics will still get guffaws with 
jokes about the foolishly ornate hotels 
from the people who love to stay in them. 
Wild-eyed palefaces from the North will 
still send to their slaving friends back 
home fistfuls of lurid Kodachrome post- 
cards of bathing beauties scrawled “This 
is my landlady. Ha-ha.” “Having a fine 
wish. time you were here. Ha-ha.” The 
elderly will tote up their neat budget 
books. watch the sun sink blazing into 
the Gulf, remember all the burst water 
pipes, snowbound driveways and balky 
furnaces that plagued their northern 
lives, and thank heaven for Florida. 

ТнЕ End 



SARASOTA JUIMCLE GARDEMS are a favorite tourist stop. There are 4,400 varieties of tropical trees and 
тапу rare birds, especially flamingos (Hialeah Racetrack has a flamingo flock svvimming in a thirty-two-acre 
lake). Tourism earns Florida $1,200,000,000 in taxes yearly, enabling citizens to escape a state income tax. 
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Fabulous Florida 


The Gold Coast 

Welcome to Miaini and Miami Beacli, Florida’s never-never land, wliere 
“lobby dresses” cost $600, Broadway and Hollywood stars relax in 
sultanic splendor, and tired businessmen get in the “mink” of condition 


F or most snovvbirds Florida is 
spelled M-l-A-M-1, pronounced Му- 
am-ee—not My-am-uh, Mee-am-ee 
or Mee-am-uh. 

Cars with New York and New Jersey 
plates still stop at the gas stations of 
Day,tona Beacli, Stuart, and Fort Pierce 
to ask, “Неу шас, when do we get to 
ЈЈог^^а?” Meaning, of course, Miami. 

The tourist seldom distinguishes be- 
tween Miami and Miami Beach; he ac- 
cepts them as one. Actually, they are 
sejtarate parts of a larger comraunity 
called Grealer Miarai, which embraces 
twenty-six distinct municipalities. Miami 
and Miami Beach are sisters, and there 
is a considerable amount of sibling 
jealousy between them. Miami claims 
the airport, the railroads, the seaport, 
the industry, a $5,000,000 library (Flor- 
ida’s finest), all the tourist-fetching at- 
tractions, and a blimp in which to sur- 
vey them from the air. 

Miami Beach claims all the glamour: 
tlie prettiest women, the richest men, the 
most elegant, exj)ensive homes, the 
jilushiest clubs, the finest restaurants, 
the swankiest yachts, the most fabulous 
hotels, and the Atlantic Ocean. 

Miami Beach is not a place for the 
jieaceful and solemn. No green benches 
here; no one has time to just plain sit. 
If you relax, it must be with a purpose— 
to get a tan. to catch a man, to dream 
of the golden future. 

Miaiiiians Таке It Easy 

Plenty of participation sports are on 
safe in Miami Beach, but l)eyond a little 
quiet golf, a poolside mambo ог cha-cha- 
cha lesson, or a round of bridge, the 
tvpical Beachite prefers to take his 
sjiorts sitting down. Не gets his exercise 
by walking to pari-mutuel windows to 
lay bets on the greyhounds or the horses; 
craning his neck at air shows. yacht 
races and a^uacades; swiveling his head 
to follow those lightning-streak men with 
the basket hands, the pelota players. 


A favorite activity is getting a massage, 
to keep in the “mink” of condition. Не 
flexes his muscles best in bed and works 
hardest to please his palate. 

Eating emporiunis run the gamut, from 
grits and i)apaya juice to the svvankiest 
Conlinental cuisine. The epicure, the 
gourmet, and the glutton can all be 
supreraely happy in Miami Beach. 

Le Parisien and Maxim’s offer Gallic 
specialties and everyone who is апуопе 
eats seafood at joe’s Stone Crabs, or 
drives out to the Lighthouse at Baker’s 
Haulover. The Embers, which features 
open-hearth broiling, bas in its cooler 
400 chunks of beef worth about $30,000. 
Wolfie’s delicatessens аге famous for 
matzoh ball soup and dream cheesecake 
with wiiipped cream piled that high. 

The Solid Gold Price-Tag 

Air-conditioned shopping is a favorite 
Miami Beach ladies’ sjiort. Lincoln Koad, 
jiarade ground of the swankiest shops, 
is touted as the Fifth Avenue of the 
South. 

Here a well-kept heart can buy 
anything it desires. Stores stock mink- 
trimmed bathing suits, gold cloth Bikinis 
hung with lace and rhinestones, at $100, 
jeweled cashmere and vicuna sweaters 
trimmed with ermine and fox and priced 
at $175 to $250. 

One large Miami specialty shop—Bur- 
dine’s—has capitalized on the lady tour- 
ist’s conception of shopping as a form of 
recreation; its slogan is “Bring your lug- 
gage empty and fill it at Burdine’s.” 
Not all Miami stores are slanted towards 
the tourist trade, however; Richards, 
another Miami emporium. offers less 
extravagant wares calculateđ to attract 
the hometown folks. 

Ву night the play city is a bedazzling 
fairyland of color. exceeding nature’s 
best productions. A restless tide with 
nothing but individual pleasure on its 
collective mind surges along Collins 
Avenue on foot, in taxis or in Jaguars. 


There is dancing at almost every hotel, 
cheek-by-jowl joggling in dozens of 
boites and bistros, and a plethora of 
brassy top-drawer Broadway and Но11у- 
wood cntcrtainmcnt. You name it, you 
can have it. Belafonte, Berle, and Johnnie 
Кау; Edith Piaf, Lena Horne; La Kosu, 
Duranle, and Nat “King” Cole; Koberta 
Sherwood, Sojihie Tucker, Martha Кауе 
and Joe E. Lewis all have performed in 
the Miaini Beach limelight. 

Glitter Row 

The heart of the hotel district is along 
Collins Avenue from Twenty-third Street 
to several blocks above Arthur Godfrey 
Road (Forty-first Street). In this narTow 
squeeze between the ocean and Indian 
Creek, the dream dormitories stand 
shoulder-to-shoulder, each a several- 
million-dollar layout trying to out-glitter 
its neighbor with its jialm-bordered, cab- 
ana-surrounded swimming pool, its out- 
door dining patios, and its silken cocktail 
lounge. 

From mid-January to mid-March, top- 
level presidential suites and penthouses 
cost from $174 to $187 a day; rooms run 
from $30 to $69 a day, single ог double. 

There is an iipjier stratum of Miami 
Beach regulars who choose their hotel as 
they do their automobile. It must be this 
year’s classiest model; last year's simply 
will not do. Since the start of ihe i)ost-war 
boom, Collins Avenue hoteliers have been 
happy to cater to this capriciousness, 
erecting a new establishment each уеаг. 
The latest model is referred to facetious- 
ly as “This Year’s Hotel.” Last season it 
was the Eden Roc, an ostentatious Ital- 
ianate sleep manse to which Caesar would 
have been pleased to bring Cleopatra. 

The уеаг before it was the Fontaine- 
bleau. a massive elliptical structure which 
cabbies call Yankee Stadium. It stands on 
the site of the old Harvey Firestone 
estate, and has spacious gardens pat- 
terned after Louis XIV’s original. Its 
style is elaborately authentic French 


Empire with spectacular hybridisms that 
would not have occurred even to Marie 
Antoinette. For all its apparent frivolity 
the hotel is what Beachites caU a “win- 
ner.” Ben Novack, president, said recently 
that he would not accept $25,000,000 for 
his gaudy 565-room inn, which cost only 
sixteen million. 

Spectacular of the Season 

This year’s leading contender for the 
title of world’s champion hotel is the 
Americana, located in Bal Harbour, a 
sort of northern extension of the Beach’s 
hotel colony. It has a 160-by-100-foot lob- 
by of Roman travertine marble and a 
forty-foot higli terrarium on whose exotic 
plantings one hundred gallons of water 
rain every two hours (except at night 
when this monsoon is turned off to pre- 
vent jungle rot). The illusion of a sub- 
tropical rain forest is so perfect that one 
expects to find Sadie Thompson paging 
the Reverend Dr. Davidson under the 
frangipani. 

Included in the Americana’s super-lush 
appointments is a practical fourteen-mile 


stretch of coaxial cable. These hoteliers 
are well aware of the value of publicity. 
Last winter NBC brought its thirtieth 
anniversary party to the Americana and 
televised the shows of Steve Allen, 
Groucho Магх, Dave Garroway and 
Реггу Como from the hotel. 

For thirty years the venerable Roney 
Plaza, most celebrated hotel in Miami 
Beach, has withstood the onslaughts of 
the more shimmering newcomers. Noth- 
ing on The Beach can match the quiet 
tropical charm of the Roney’s seven acres 
of palm gardens. Dowager Queen of the 
Hotel Empire, the Roney gets the cream 
of the visitors to Miami Beach: long- 
established celebrities (such as Milton 
Berle, Clark Gable, Sophie Tucker); 
musical long-hairs (the late Toscanini, Pi- 
atagorsky, Horowitz); presidents and po- 
tentates (Eisenhower’s pre-White House 
footprints in terrazzo grace the lower 
lobby). Walter Winchell has called the 
Roney his winter home for twenty years. 

Miami Beach now has 381 hotels, more 
than one-fourth of Florida’s total and al- 
most half of Greater Miami’s. Since the 


end of the war it has done more building 
than the resort areas of France, Great 
Britain and South America combined. 

Мапу Miami Beach hotels operate on 
a Modified American Plan, offering a 
rate that includes breakfast and dinner 
and an extra bonus of free events cal- 
culated to draw the medium spender. 
The bonus offers include discussion 
groups, beach wiener roasts, champagne 
nights, movie reviews, and square dancing 
sessions (with “genuine Ozarks caller”). 

Drive-in Тај Mahals 

In fierce competition with the Miami 
Beach luxury hotels are the luxury 
motels, motorist mansions about as far 
removed from the cabin courts of уоге 
as an Alpha Romero is from a Stanley 
Steamer. They are strung out, sixty-four 
strong, along a three-mile ocean strip 
dubbed Sunny Isles. 

Every motel on the strip has a “theme.” 
The Dunes displays as its theme two 
enormous concrete-bosomed sphinxes; 
the Desert Inn provides a replica of a 
covered wagon with a four-mule team 



FONTAIIVEBLEAU IS LARGEST hotel in Mia'mi Beach, with 565 rooms, 263 cahanas (each with tiled hath), 1,000 
feet of beach, hve acres of formal gardens, docks for fifty yachts. It is frequently so crowded, guests are put 
up in cabanas. Pussy Cat Pool is favorite among visiting small fry— еуев are islands, mouth and tongue a water slide. 
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Gold Coast 


iitinued) 



BELLHOPS LINE LP for inspection at the Americana Hotel, new 
this уеаг. Dedicated to “We8tern Hemisphere” art, it cost $17,000,000. 



LLNCHEON IS SERVED at Eden Roc cabana. Most e^pensive luxury 
hotel, its Italianate motif “brings the Riviera to Miami Beach.” 


hitch. The Aztec’s Mexican theme owes 
its authenticity to the advice and guid- 
ance of the Mexican Consul to Miami. 

All these gasoline gargantuas offer 
dozens of extra features and welcome 
kid.s, bottle warmers. and formula mixers. 
One motel has a king-sized Olym|)ic pool, 
and another an underground garage. The 
Golden Gate is so huge, it is practically 
a village. It features a yacht basin witli 
twenty slips, a convention hall, and a 
pedestrian tunnel to the ocean. 

Outside Miami Beach’s big hotel belt 
it is possible for a light spender to find 
an inexpensive room. There are many 
small hotels south of Lincoln Road. and 
modest hostels line Indian Сгеек Drive, 
a saunter from the ocean. 

Recreation on a Budget 

The City operates a vast recreational 
program and tourists running a little thin 
on cash can find many diversions costing 
little or nothing. There are community 
recreation centers, playgrounds, public 
pools and beaches. Among the amuse- 
ments offered are tennis, boating. duck- 
on-the-rock, lip-reading. folk dancing, 
hopscotch, and ceramics. 

Summer visitors give Miami Beach a 
tremendous lift. A deskman observed, 
“The boss comes in the winter and pays 
fifty bucks for his room and his secre- 
tary gets the same room in the summer 
for twelve.” 

Ву now the uninitiate must feel that 
Miami Beach is nothing but a commu- 
nity of hotels with a room clerk for 
Мауог and a City Council of bellhops. 
But it is геаПу a bona-fide city of al- 
most 54,000, with 6,000 private residences 
in the $25,000 to $65,000 bracket, many 
in beautiful island and waterfront set- 
tings. There are nine ))ublic schools and 
fifty private schools, nineteen churches 
and synagogues, two hospitals. 

An interesting backward glimpse into 
Miami’s gloriously aflluent past is af- 
forded by a tour of the former estate of 
James Deering, farm machinery mogul, a 
160-acre parcel of handsomely land- 
scaped waterfront called Villa Vizcaya, 
now the Dade County Art Museum. It 
cost $20,000,000 in 1916, when, to quote 
a Miamian, “twenty million was a lotta 
scratch.” No Florida home, before or 
since, has approached its incredible 
splendor and extravagance. Around Mi- 
ami they still remember the time the 
multimillionaire bachelor had the entire 
chorus of the Ziegfeld Follies brought 
down from New York for a stag party 
at his lavish diggings. 

Miami loves its tourists dearly, and 
spotted around Greater Miami are many 
unique diversions: the famous shrimp- 
pink flamingoes at the Hialeah race 
track, a Serpentarium with six hundred 
hissing cobras, and a Spanish monastery 
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imported in packing cases and assembled 
like a gigantic jigsaw puzzle. 

Miami, with a 100.000 square foot au- 
ditorium, is the Convention Capital of 
the South. Its expansion across county 
lines is creating so many civic and labor 
problems Cfor instance, a plumber who 
wants to work in all of Greater Miami 
now needs twenty-aix separate licenses) 
that a Miami Consolidation Plan is being 
worked out; it will make Greater Miami 
into Metropolitan Miami. 

Miami thinks big. Dredging starts this 
уеаг for a new Port of Miami. Next уеаг 
a new $7,000,000 Air Terminal wili be 
unveiled, and one airline has proposed a 
$5,000,000 jet installation. 

Miami does one-fourth of the nation’s 
aluminum fahricating (exclu.sive of air- 
craft), producing doors, windows, ja- 
lousies, furniture and awnings. Giant 
among the city’s 270 operators is Charlie 
Silvers’ Adams Engineering. Mr. Silvers 
hammered out his first jalousie windows 
in 1949 in the back of a ]aundry. Now 
he has two huge plants, six hundred em- 
ployees, and a string of race horses. 

Miami is not too big to think small, 
either. Last winter it was discovered that 
ladies’ new high-fashion heels were just 
skinny enough to slip through the holes 
of the city’s manhole covers, so the gal- 
lant fathers ordered five hundred new 
covers with smaller holes. 

Perhaps they remembered that it was 
a woman who was responsible for Mi- 
ami’s early success—.Tulia De Forrest 
Sturtevant Tuttle, a Cleveland girl who 
inherited some Miami land from lier 
father. Julia wasn’t the first settler by 
апу means but .she seems to have been 
the first wilh апу vision. She wrole a 
friend: “. . . it is the dream of my life 
to see this wilderness turned into a pros- 
perous country . . .’’ 

Boom Rolls In on Rails 

When the second big frost came to 
Florida in the winter of ’94-’95 it cut 
south as far as Jupiter and practically 
eliminated the orange groves. Lady Julia 
sent sprigs of fresh, fragrant blossoms to 
her friend Непгу Morrison Flagler, who 
had just pushed his railroad as far south 
as Palm ^ach. Intrigued by this promise 
of a frost-free climate, Mr. Flagler came 
south, pulling his steel rails after him. 
With the trains came fast progress, and 
the area hasn’t stopped booming to this 
day. 

Mr. Flagler’s statement on Miami is 
classic: “The town will never be more 
than a fishing village for my hotel 
guests.” Someone should inscribe that in 
the sand at low tide. Or perhaps Miami 
builders could find a spot for this chip 
from a clouded crystal ball somewhere 
on the fagade of next year’s hotel. 

ТнЕ End 


WALTER WIINCHELL stands before Roney Plaza, grande dame of 
Miami’s hotels. Columnist has not missed Roney vacation since 1929 


Cabana boys at Golden Nngget Motel 
are part of botel-stvle luxury service. 


Pan Ameriran bas nndergronnd garage. 
All motels are on “tbe strip” on ocean. 


Desert Inn’s trademark, covered wagon 
and mnles, draw many family tourists. 


Colden Cate, largest motel, bas yacht 
basin, convention hall, tnnnel to ocean. 
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Fabulous Florida 



•‘THIS IS LIVIIVG!” Sun-wor8hipper8 Godfrej and hU wife Магу 8pend mo8t of their spare time 
outdoors, much of it sailing on Bi8cayne Вау. “Next to flying,” say8 Godfrey, “boating is the greatest.” 


Mr. Godfreg of Miami Beach 


Mightiest drumheater for Miami Beach, Arthur was the first 
to stretch TV’s coaxial cable into the sun. And not for топеу. Here^s 
why Godfrey loves to hold hands with his ‘‘hunk of Paradise’’ 




T he sun-kissed Solons of Miami 
Beach have changed the name of 
Forty-first Street, main drag of a 
new shopping-entertainment center, to 
Arthur Godfrey Road, tlius making the 
famous redhead the only living person so 
honored by this renowned winter resort. 

Arthur Godfrey, the tropical play- 
ground’s favorite son, was given this ех- 
traordinary recognition because he is its 
greatesl and most consistent booster. Civ- 
ic officials estimate tbat the amount of 
nation-wide publicity freely given The 
Beach over the years by Mr. Godfrey 
would have cost, if bought on the open 
market, more than |.'50,000,000—and been 
far less effective than the voluntary testi- 
monials of the famous pied piper. 

“Не has hastened the development not 
only of our town but of the entire state 
by seven or eight years,” says Hank 
Меуег, chief palm-thumper ot Miami 
Beach. 

Godfrey first started plugging The 
Beach about ten years ago on CBS radio. 
bringing the beauties of southern Florida 
to his listeners with what he calls “word 
I)ictures.” Не told me recently, “Fd try 
to make them feel the sunshine and the 


balmy climate, see the beautiful clouds 
and the water. We’d take the mike out 
into the surf. Sometimes we’d sign off 
ai the end with me submerging under a 
wave — gurgle-gurgle-gu-r-r-rgle. Things 
like that.” 

People in the northern parts of the 
state at first resented Godfrey’s lavish 
praise of Miami Beach. “Oh. for a. long 
time they sure hated me.” he chuckles, 
“but now they know that my chatter at- 
tracted attention to all FlorMa. Even 
Governor Collins gives me part of the 
credit for the rush of people moving in 
all over the state.” 

Soft Sell of Paradise 

Godfrey gave the Sunshine State its 
strongest boost in the ^intei' of 1951 
when he broadcast the first live television 
picture of Florida ever seea by the rest 
of the country. 

It was bitter up north that December 
night six years ago. From the Atlantic 
seaboard to the Rockies thermometers 
dropped and furnaces roared. 

TTie old trouper gave .his parishioners 
a great surprise that memorab'le evening. 
The faithful followers of TV’s inimitable 



“THIS IS IHY IDEA of broad- 

casting at its best.” Bcside thc 
pool at tlie Kenflvvorth Hotel, 
Godfrey shapes up his TV show. 



“SOHIETIIHES WE*RE NOT so dressy.” In print shorts and shirt, Godfrey rehearses his show in the 
Kenilworth’8 cahana агеа while hotel guests look on. His casual clothes helped booni tourist husiness. 



Arthur Godfrev (c.mi„u.d) 


‘•SKIN-DIVII\C-OUTFITTED Godfrey, mixin<r business with pleasure, 
talks to liis TV audience from the Ijottom of the hotel’s 8wimming pool. 


“HERE, WE’RE HORE IISFOR.HAL.” In tvpical horseplay, daughter 
Pat gets made up hy Doreen Partin, one of Godfrey’s three secretaries. 
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master <>f the ((uiet l)allylioo were iiii- 
aivare tliat lie was about to melt tlieiii 
vvitli his greatest (litcli. 

Few have 1ог}го11еп that famoiis firsl 
television |)icture from Florida. A |)ower- 
ful Army searchlipht i)layin(£ over the 
tuinbling siirf off the shores of Miami 
Beach suddenly (licked Godfrey oiit of the 
blackne.ss. swin)ming lazily iii the soft 
warm .ehallows. It followed hini as he 
(ladded hai)pily onto the beach. smilingly 
.shook salt water from his bare. freckled 
shoulders. and went into a gravel-voiced 
eulogy of the Iiisli. enchanting. velvety. 
nioonlit Miami Beach evening. 

Before thev vvent to bed that night. 
ladies in Chillicotlie. Kankakee and Ok- 
miilgee. Wilkes-Barie and Utica tried on 
their moth-lioled wool bathing suits. Biis- 
drivers. liimbermen. clerks. and life- 
giiards mentally earmarked their next 
vacation рау checks for Florida. 

Tlie Little Gođfreys Go, Тоо 

Godfrey now broadcasts his CBS radio 
and TV progranis from .Mianii Beach for 
two or three vveeks each season. Tlie en- 
tourage he transiiorts from Nevv York 
iiicliides his sixteen-niember cast. leii mu- 
sicians. a (lersonal slaff. and кеу techni- 
cians niimbering thirty-six to work with 
the local Miami Beach TV crews. 

Godfrev. with Frank I.avigna. his co- 
(lilot for seven years. usiially flies to the 
Beach from New York in his own DC-3 
with liis family and staff. leaving his 
smaller Bonanza plane honie in Leesburg. 
Virginia. 

The telecasts take place at the Kenil- 
vvorth Hotel in Bal Harboiir (not officially 
Mianii Beach. but a fashionable northern 
extension of it). For the shows Godfrey 
converts the hotel’s immense swimming 
(lool patio into an oiitdoor television stii- 
dio. using tlie Atlantic as a backdroi). 

In all liis (loolside shows Godfrey 
makes fiill iise of the (lool itself. either 
dog-paddling aboiit in it. ridiiig a water 
bicycle. lolling on a raft. or rowing a 
boat. Не frequently dis|)lays high divers. 
bathing beaiities and water clowns. 

Arthur Godfrey was first smitten with 
Miami Beacli while courting his wife 
Магу in 1937. (Althoiigh a Texas girl. 
she was broiight iip in Lakeland. Flor- 
ida.) So Godfrey committed lovely big- 
amy by marrying Магу and Mianii Beach 
at the same time. 

Contrary to the general piiblic impres- 
sion, Godfrey’s pliigging of Miami Beach 
cannot be attributed to his owning largc 
blocks of stock in Miami Beach enter- 
(irises. Не and his business manager. Leo 
DeOrsey (who also handles the biisiness 
affairs of tlie Washington .Senators base- 
ball team. which winter-trains in Or- 
lando). together own 30 per cent of the 
Kenilworth. an eight-storied (iroiiert^. 
And that is all. aside from a small retire- 







ОЛ1 HIS FORTY-TWO-FOOT cruiser, the Магу В II, Godfrey, liis wife and friends get ready for a trip 
through the bay. “Even in the thirties, when the hoom went bust, there was all this wonderful air and sea.” 
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Arthur Godfrev (c.mi..ueđ) 




ment lot GocIfrey bought as a require- 
ment for membership in the Bai Harbour 
Yacht Club. 

DeOrsey owns his quarters in Kenil- 
wortli House, a new apartment Imilding 
adjoining the hotel. but Godfrey simply 
uses the hotel’s spacious penthouse while 
he is in town. It is otherwise available to 
апуопе who can рау the rent. “When we 
want it,” Godfrey says, “I have to call in 
iny reservation just like апуопе else.” 

During his Miami Beach sojourn Gocl- 
frey does not live, as you may have been 
led to believe, in magnificent sultanic 
splendor. The Kenilworth penthouse is 
spacious but simple; its furnishings are 
the hotel’s (the Godfreys bring nothing 
with them but wardrobe). 

“It’s not lavish at all,” Mr. Godfrey 
told me. ‘Т’11 tell you what it’s like. The 
living room is all white and blue and 
aqiiamarine and it has a white rug cov- 
ered all over with white tassels and 
o-o-o-oh,” his eyes glowed with pleasure, 
‘Tt feels so ni-i-i-ce on your feet. And 
lliere’s a large bedroom for Магу and 
me with twin beds that come together to 
make one big one. And two smaller bed- 
rooms for the kids.” The kids are four- 
teen-year-old Patricia. in public school at 
I.eesburg. and sixteen-year-old Michael, 
at the Landon School in Washington, 
D. C. (Another son. Richard. twenty-six, 
works in television in San Francisco.) 

Penthouse Stay-at-Hoine 

Miami Beach doesn’t see much of God- 
frey off the TV screen. Не sticks pretty 
close to his Kenilworth aerie. seldom 
goes out to a restaurant ог night club. 

Godfrey’s closest friends in town are 
Dr. David Exley. a Bal Harbour phy- 
sician, and Bob Graham, the community’s 


founder and former maker of the Gra- 
ham-Paige automobile. Occasionally Jesse 
V/ei.ss is able to lure Arthur to his “Joe’s 
Stone Crabs” for the house specialty. 

Weiss is the nian who gave Hank 
Меуег, Miami Beach publicity director. 
the original push that started official 
wheels turning and eventually dragged 
the TV coaxial down to Miami. 

When Arthur needs an automobile he 
rents one. Не prefers to get his off-TV 
pleasure cruising in his boat. “I know 
every foot of Biscayne Вау. and I love to 
take guests and show them the sights.” 

Sunshine the Best Medicine 

But it is in the air that Godfrey gets 
his greatest Miami Beach kick.s. Flying 
in his helicopter. between the Иеесу 
sky and the deep blue sea, Godfrey finds 
the peace and quiet he cannot attain on 
earth. “Look,” he says, hovering in his 
whirly-bird over the luxury hotel strip, 
“there’s hardly anybody down there who 
isn't happy or having a good time. And 
Г11 het there'isn’t another spot on earlh 
you could fly over, look down and say 
that—except maybe Сопеу Island. And 
did you ever see weather with so much 
downright respect for people? I guess 
vacations today must be a necessity. They 
won’t be the first things to go if the boom 
starts sagging a little. People need them 
—just like medicine or kindness. And the 
kindest friends of all, I think, are air and 
sunshine.” The End 


“THIS IS IJIVBELIEVABLE, isn’t 
it?” says Godfrey of Miami Beach 
froui the air (top right). At right, 
the Godfreys in their sailhoat. 

















LUlVCHEOX on the lakeside pavilions of the University 
of Miami’s Sludent Club is a favorite all уеаг ’round. 



SWIMITI1HE is апу time students have a free hour. 
Here a group plays tree tag under palms on the beach. 
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ORAISGE BOWL GAHIE on Јапиагу 1 is the high point of 
student уеаг. Planning committee spends over $500,000. 



IHODERIV DAIVCE CLASS cavorts oii laum in December. 
Students come from all states, and from twenty countries. 





Fabulous Florida 


Beauty and Brains 

Florida coeds are niore likely to cavort in fetching swim suits 
than are campus queens elsewhere, hut the girls, and hoys. also get a lot 
of studying done hehind their hougainvillea-covered walls 


A my neiphbor’s liouse one evening 
tlie elder son. Iiome from Rutgers 
for Cliristmas vacation, said to liis 
kid brother. “Sure. Nicky. go ahead. Go 
to college in Florida if you want to major 
in water skiing.” And one of his pals. an 
Alpha (iamma Rho at Penn State. added. 
“1 hear they have courses fhat teach 
you how to make trout flies and how to 
write under water with a hall-point pen.” 

Since then I have found these wacky 
mi.sconceptions of education in Florida 
репегаИу shared hy ivy-bound under- 
graduates of northern colleges. \vho re- 
gard Florida’s state universities as haek- 
woods academies for crackers three 
jiimps, two scratches and a holler out of 
the swaraps and piney woods. Few of 
them are aware of the scojie of higher 
education in our southernmost statc. 

Actually there are twenly-four univer- 
sities. colleges and junior colleges in the 
state wilh a combined enrollinent well 
over 40,000, ])lus over a do/.eii good-si/ed 
niililarv' acadetnics and iirivate .sehools 
handling from 8.5 to .500 stiidents each, 
atid many lesscr ones. 

Perhaps the inost tinusiial is the Ken- 
tucky Militarv ‘Inslitute. vvhieh brings 
38.5 |)oker-backed adolescents to Venice, 
Florida. for the winter term. 

Ivy Thrives in Siihtropies 
\Vhile Florida’s delightfiil cliniate aiid 
abiindmit waters gives its stiidents satis- 
fviiig vvbacks at muny more outdoor sub- 
jects and sports than are i)ossible on 
frozen northern camjiuses, not everjone 
is out felling trees or learning to milk 
goats. 

Stiidents at the Roman Catholic Ваггу 
College for \Vomen are earning bachelor 
and professionul degrees in liheral arts 
and ediication. 

Last winter the Universily of Florida’s 
College of Kngineering at Cainesville was 
one of six schools in the United States 
(oiit of the forlv-foiir which siibmitted 
proposalsl selected by the Atomic En- 
crgy Cominission to train niiclear sci- 
cntists and engineers. This University’s 
research contracts in other fields total 
almost .$3.000,000 annually, and since 


1951 a School of Inter-American Stuilies 
has been helping students pieiiare for 
indiistrial. ciiltiiral and diploniatic posts 
in Latin America. The Universitv en- 
rollinent is 10.997. hut unother 77.101 
are reached by extension clas.ses. corre- 
spondence coiirses. conferences and in- 
stitiites. 

Rollins College in \Vinter Park at the 
edgc of Orlando pioneered in the con- 
ference plan of leaching. vvhieh permits 
stiidents to choose for class periods either 
stiidv. conference wilh in.striictor. or 
group discu.<sion. Rollins’ tiiition niethod 
i- iiniipie: the anniial fee is computed 
by dividing the actiial operating cost by 
the niimber of students. 

The University of Miaini hoiises one 
of the best law schools in the Soiith in 
a brand new 19.56 biiilding, the gift of 
.Miami financier Baron de Hir.sch Меуег. 
That college’s new Medical SchooL with 
a full-time faciiltv of eightv and a vol- 
iintarv teaching corps of 385 local doc- 
tors and denti.sts. last Jiiiie gradiiated its 
first twentv-six doctors. Now only in ils 
fifth уеаг. the .school has already re- 
ceived miicli national recognition for its 
research stiidies in cancer and viruses. 

Miami University’s Marine Lahoratory, 
vvhich has a research staff of fifty inter- 
national scientists holding grants and 
contracts thal iistiallv' exceed a quarter 
of a million dollars yearly. is adding 
niiich to ihe stiidy of ocean life. During 
ihe vvar these dedieated iirobers searched 
for an effective weapon against the nia- 
rine borer. a shi|iiiing menace vvorse than 
the .siibinarine. Now tbey are measiiring 
the (itilf Stream’s rate of ffow. hoping 
to niake possible long-range Eiiropean 
aml Allanlic Ocean vveather prediction. 
and ihev are developing methods of 
Iracking hui-ricanes by radar. 

The Scientific Climate 

The Universitv’s Tropical Food Re- 
.search I.ahoratorv is seeking ihe hest 
iises of siibtropical friiits probably iin- 
kiiovvn to Williani and Магу and the 
Yale hiilldog. siich as the akee. bignav. 
iimkokolo. sapote. Iychee and sapodilla, 
and is probing the marketing possibilities 


of the Barbados cherry. which is said to 
have a larger vilamin C content than 

Miami U. people are al.so delving into 
olher inlrigiiing facets of siihtropical liv- 
ing. siicli as riie developnient of more 
effectivc insecticides. thc study of .solar 
heatcr.s. vvind velocity on flat roofs. tlie 
coppei deficiency in avocados and the 
growlh of fiingi and mold.s. 

Wcallh (ilrow.s oii Trecs 

Florida. which has 23.000.000 acres of 
trees. is 67 per cent forest. and its econ- 
omv leaiis heavily (Ui tree products (lum- 
ber. paper piilp, shins’ stores). Contrib- 
iiting greally to ibis important state in- 
diistrv is ihe Univer.sity of Florida’s For- 
estrv School. which mainlains a 2.500- 
acre forest preserve complete with small 
nursery. suwinill, and wood products 
lahoratorv'. 

Architeclurally Florida colleges are 
.several decades ahead of iheir northern 
coii.sins. The radically modern biiildings 
of the Universit)' of Miaini. bcgiin ten 
year.s ago by thc renowned Miami archi- 
tect. Robert Law Weed. havc caiised its 
gra.ssy reaches to be called the first com- 
pletelv niodern United States cainpus. 
The oiitstanding design featiire of these 
biiildings is their open gallerics which 
take the place of halls or corridors and 
iililize to the iitmost Florida’s siinlight 
and Miami’s fine fragrant breezes. Flor- 
ida Soiithern College. in the heart of an 
orange grove at Lukeland. ihe highesl 
(227 feet) and most lhundery Florida 
cilv. is hiiilding twelve iiiiils designed by 
Frank Lloyd \Vright. 

Мапу Florida students also епјоу bet- 
ter dormitories than do their northern 
coiintcrparts. At thc University of Flor- 
ida three modern villages provide mar- 
ried “’Gators” wilh over 500 one-. two- 
und three-bedroom furnished apartments. 
Universilv of Miami stiidents live it 
iip in a handsome village of tvventv- 
eight lakeside four-storv modern apart- 
nient hiiildings. each unit complete with 
stove. refrigerator. dishes and tahleware. 
This e\traordinary hoii.sing. financed by 
the F.H.A. diiring the construction 
( continned) .5,' 



COSMOPOLITAN COVER GIRL, SaUy Fisher, the current 
Miss Florida, relaxes in her University of Miami room 
with the trophies she has won in past beauty contests. 



WITH FRIENDS Kathy Наттоск of West Virginia and 
Nanita Greene of Tennessee, Sally strolls on the beach. Kathy, 
a chemistry major, was the Homecoming Queen this уеаг. 


promotion following the war, was built 
instead of more prosaic dormitories on 
the theory that should Miami U., then 
a bit shaky financially, be unable to meet 
its payments, ,the Government could easi- 
ly assume the layout for public housing. 

Without a doubt the most unusual 
Florida college architecture, certainly 
not duplicated by апу other institution 
of higher leaming, is the ornate sprawl- 
ing building of the University of Tampa, 
which houses about 1,000 students. It 
was formerly the fabulous Tampa Вау 
Hotel, built in 1891 at a cost of $3,000,- 
000 by Непгу Flagler’s railroad rival, 
Непгу Plant. It is red brick of Moorish 
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design, two to five stories tall and topped 
with thirteen domed and minareted tow- 
ers. It covers two large city blocks, has 
502 rooms and extremely lofty corridors, 
one running the entire 1,000-foot length 
of the building. Endless stretches of 
verandah filigreed with Moorish horse- 
shoe arches look toward enormous ban- 
yans. The Grand Opening of Mr. Plant’s 
Arabian Nights’ jewel was a social sen- 
sation attended by princes, dukes, duch- 
esses and celebrities of the financial, the- 
atrical and literary worlds. Rickshaws 
clattered among the poincianas; there 
were high jinks in every minaret and 
a slipper of champagne in every hand. 


Beauty and Brains (o.nuoued) 

Florida’s first schools were the wattle 
and daub missions of Spanish friars who 
arrived with Ponce de Leon on his sec- 
ond voyage to America in 1521. Their 
students were three tribes of Indians, 
the Tegesta on the Gold Coast, the Timu- 
cua in the Lakes Country and the Apala- 
che along the Panhandle. Мапу present- 
day Florida colleges were once affiliated 
with one religion or another. The John 
В. Stetson University, named for the hat 
maker though actually founded by Непгу 
A. DeLand, a baking powder producer, 
in 1883, soon passed into the control 
of the Baptist State Association. Roliins 
College was founded in 1885 by the 
Congregational Church but is now non- 
denominational. 

Several of Florida’s Negro colleges 
have religious backgrounds, notably the 
Bethune-Cookman College at Daytona 
Beach, a Methodist school which was 
formed by the merging in 1923 of two 
other institutions: the Cookman Institute, 
established by the Freedman’s Bureau 
during the Reconstruction Period, and 
the Daytona Normal and Industrial In- 
stitute, begun in 1904 by Магу McLeod 
Bethune in a rented frame cottage. The 
former was the first private school in 
Florida to offer the Negro education be- 
yond elementary grades. 

Other notable Florida sčhools for the 
Negro are the co-ed Florida Agricultural 
and Mechanical College at Tallahassee; 
the Edward Waters College at Jackson- 
ville; and the Florida Normal and Indus- 
trial School at St. Augustine. 

The Buckman Act of 1905 was respon- 
sible for Florida’s first genuine state tini- 
versities. It consolidated the state’s higher 
learning for males at the University of 
Florida in Gainesville, for females at 
Florida Female College, and for Negroes 
at Florida A. and М. In 1909 the Female 
College received the more ladylike title of 
Florida State College for Women (now 
Florida State University), and in 1947 
both white establishments went co-ed. 

A Coral Totver for Scholars 

The privately endowed University of 
Miami is just heading into its thirty-first 
уеаг. Its original campus was the gift 
of George Merrick, the first of Miami’s 
promoters, a minister’s son who came to 
town at the age of twelve wearing knee- 
pants and “building castles in Spain,” 
which became real when he, as a man, 
created the handsome city of Coral Gables. 

The cornerstone cement was barely 
dry, however, when in 1926 the South Sea 
Bubble burst, washing away Merrick’s 
$5,000,000 endowment and $5,000,000 
more in pledges. This disaster was shortly 
followed by a rip-snorting, full-fledged 
Miami hurricane. When the school was 
able to breathe again it set up classrooms 
in a bankrupt hotel with not quite 700 
( continued) 



LU14CH HOCR CAIVOE RIDE on artificial lake beside VinveTsitj of Miami’s Student Club attracts Sally. 
She is a speech major, plans to fio into theatre ajter graduation. As a scholarship student, she must take her 
homeivork seriouslj, yet squeezes in modelmg jor Coronet Agency and acts in TV commercials filmed in Miami. 






П01ЛЛ!Ч'К COLLEGE STIJDE1\’TS, left, adrnire a Ferrari on their Winter Park catnims. Tlieir enrollrncnt 
п limiled to 640, oj tvhorn three-fiflhs cotne jrom the North. Rijihl, otie oj Florida's oldesl schools, 
Florida Stale University in Tallahassee, which has been co-educational since 1947, has an enrolltnenl oj over 7,0ШЈ. 



llAKItV COLLEGE FOR WOMEN, the only Catholic 
colle^e in Florida, draws Latin American students, etn- 
phasizes tiursing atid liberal arts, particularly music. 
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FRATERIVTTIES show the spirit oj Florida’s college 
archilecture. Above, members oj Delta Таи Della at 
Florida State Utiiversity survey iheir newly built house. 










Beauty and Brains ...) 

students. 

Today the Depression foundling is 
vvearing diamonds. Miami U. now has a 
260-acre campus in the best residential 
district of Coral Gables, plus a 2,048- 
acre south campus. dozens of impressive 
modern buildings and dormitories. an art 
gallery, a theater and a music center. 

Miami U. has one of the smalle.st of 
all college endowments (a mere million), 
but its foolball team grosses 1164.000 a 
уеаг. and every New Vear’s Day, as uni- 
versity in residence, Miami U. blows 
its erudite stack, plaving host for the 
famous Orange Bowl Game that fills Bur- 
dine Stadium to its 76..'500 саЈ.асИу. 

This game has spilled over into a mon- 
strous eleven-day, money-making jam- 
boree run by Miami businessmen. Fea- 


tured is a two-and-one-half-mile. two-hour 
parade past downtown bleachers holding 
15,000 $1.75 and $2 spectators. The floats 
of this cavalcade cost upwards of $5,000 
each. and their building requires fifty 
year-round craftsmen. 

Miaiiii: Majorette Capital 

Half-time. almost more important now 
than the game itself. has grown into a 
j.otpourri featuring a senseless extrava- 
ganza with a cast of 1.000. which in- 
cludes massed high-school bands, ice 
skater.s. baton-twirling drum majorettes. 
bagpipers. pied pipers. and special ef- 
fects such as orange weather balloons. 
orange snow. and spray trucks loading 
the air with orange blossom perfume. 
There are four lovely Court Princesses 


and a regally beauteous Orange 0"een. 
chosen from a field of 102 by thirty .se- 
cret judges. The Queen is always i>re- 
.sented in some outlandishly novel wu\. 
The first Queen. enthroned twenty-thre ■ 
years ago. almost suflocaled in her cello- 
phane football. but things have beeome 
more professional since then. 

This elaborate half-time show is re- 
peated for 85.000 more iieople. with fire- 
\vorks added. the night following tlie 
game. The pyrotechnic display ot 1957 
seemed a fitting expression of the spirii 
of Ameriea’s youngest. flashiest. briglit- 
est university. It was a 10.000.000 
eandle-power portrait of Niagara Falls 
topped by a portrait of Elvis Presley 
in Roman candles and pinwheels. 

Тнк End 


НОТ FOOTBALL. Clemson bench sitters need еуе shades in the Orange BowVs drenching sunlight. Since 
the ganie’s inception twenty-lhree yeais ago, rain has never jallen dunng a conlest. The Bowl jestival, run by a 
group of Miami businessmen, has grown to include a regatta, tennis and basketball lournaments, a North-Soulh 
All-Star Game, a Kick-00 Luncheon, a Coral Gables Parade, a Midget Orange Bowl Classic. and the lavish King 
Orange Jamboree Parade. All this excitement brings over 100,000 visitors to Miami in ivhat ivere once slack weeks. 








THREE ГЕЕТ FROIH TRAFFIC whizzing across fifteen-mile Sunshine Highway, placid fishermen cast into Tampa Вау. 
We8t Coast cities lean heavily on fishing both as !ndustry and as recreation, commonIy provide walk-ways for anglers like young 
Linda James, of Hapeville, Georgia, and Miss Мау Thompson, of Atlanta (above). Also much in evidence are local housewives 
out to catch the family supper, tycoons who prefer simplicity of bridge fishing to bother of maintaining yachts. Saving forty 
miles of travel, Sunshine Highway connects St. Petersburg and Bradenton, rises in center to height of twelve-story building. 


Gulf Coast Shangri-La 

Builders of dream houses and tourists, too, are discovering Florida-on-the-Gulf, 
a sun-soaked Utopia where you can catch your supper from the nearest 
bridge, entertain in a cage, and get your newspaper free on a cloudy day 
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BY PEGGY СООК 


D oubling and Iripling tlie popula- 
tion of cities like Sarasota and 
St. Petersburg. migrants from 
every state in tlie Union bave poured 
into western Florida in tlie la.st ten years 
—seeking sun and seasbore without the 
“touri.stration.” as MacKinIay Kantor 
terms it. that pervades much of the state's 
East Coast. Some have looked to it for 
comfort in their declining years; some 
have come to regain their health. But a 
a great many more. among them noted 
writers and artist.«. have found its mild 
Gulf Coast climate. its seventy-degree 
tem|)erature. and its nearly perpetual 
sunshine siinply an idyllic setting in which 


to live and work. From northernmost 
Pensacola. where five different flags have 
flown since Don Tristan de Luna planted 
the Spanish banner there in 15.S9. to the 
southernmost Everglades. still inhabited 
hy Seminole Indians. West Coast Florida 
embraces an ever-expanding potpourri 
of cultures and ages. 

Its completely modern cities rising 
against a background of tropical palms 
and hanging moss. Florida-on-the-Gulf 
has managed so far to escape much of 
the hrash artificiality so often character- 
Lstic of a vacationland. vet derives much 
of its income. nevertheles.s. from tourism. 
This is Stephen Foster land—sliced 


through by his famous Sinvannee River: 
and this. too. is a proud Rehel stronghold 
of the Civil War (Tallahasseel. the cen- 
ter of the handmade cigar industrv 
(Tampa). the birthplace of modern air- 
conditioning (Apalachicola). the winter 
quarters of the Ringling Bros. and Bar- 
num and Bailey Circus (Sarasota). and 
the training ground for eight major 
league baseball teams. including the New 
York Yankees and the St. Louis Cardinals 
(St. Petersburg). 

Here is a look at Florida’s fahulous 
new Gulf Coast Shangri-La—its St. Pe- 
tersburg resort area and Sarasota art 
colony, its dream homes, and its people. 


ST. PETERSBURG'S GREEN BENCHES. symbol of oit^’s ho.s|)ita]ity and leisnrely paoe, are fllled with more and more 
young faoes as the under-t\Venty-one population inoreases. (In three years it rose 2,5 рег oent.) Here teenagers from eight states 
oavort during noon break on main drag, Central Avenue. Мапу families—like those of Alioe Thomas of Vinal Haven. 
Maine anđ Earl Goode, Cape Мау, New Јегвеу ( foreground)—oame to St. Petersburg to esoape northern winters. Hero. 
tropioal Gulf watere keep sunimer and winter mean temperatures only fourteen degrees apart. Evening newspaper, for forty-six 
years given free on days the sun fails to shine, must make good its offer only about five times a уеаг —and some years not at all. 
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IIVFORIHALITV is keynote of Sarasota life, in parties and apparel. Above, ^oateed Sarasota drama rritir Lawrenre Damc, 
in Blark Watrh plaid and gay rherks, “rirrulates” at gathering of artists and writers at painter Syd Solonion’s home. I’opulur 
for entertaining is thc “rage,” srreened-in area designed to bring outdoors inside, inrluding—in Solomon’s rase—an orange trec. 


Л ВЕЛСН ЛТ II БК DOOKSTEP, ex-artress Virtoria Anderson— 
now Mrs. Budd Srhulbcrg- keeps an еуе on two young sons while she 
reads husband’s srript for new movie, being filmed in Evergladcs. 



Sarasota 
Genius Belt 

For artists and writers, a 
"Montmartre in the sun" 


РНОТО ESSAV BY GEORGE BARRIS 







MVSTERV WRITER John D. MaoDonald exhibits ^prizeJ 
anliquc dueling pistols labove) to his artist ncighbors А1 Buell 
lleft) and Thornton I1tx. This month Buell illustrated our novel, 
written by MacDonald. For Thornton Utz’s contribution, see page 98. 


ADUIIV'« ORIEISTAL FLAVOR to tropical Sarasota is the 
japancse-niodern home Despenue llours author Joseph Hayes de- 
signed himself lupper rightl. Latest Iiterary venture, Воп Voyage, 
co-authored with wife Marrijane, grcw out of family trip to Europe. 


OLU-TI.MER RACKEVLAV KAATOR iright), remodeling 
twcnly-yeai-old home, resents mass migratšon, recalls day Sarasota 
had onIy snakes and 9,001) residents. “No^,” he mourns, “ие have 
40,000 residents and no snakes. We were better off with the snakes.” 


ARRIVING BV BOAT for .Syd Solomon’s party, Ruth Buell 
llower right) gets hoist from husband, artist А1 Buell, and Cris- 
tianis, Benito and Corciala, as host looks on. Private docks and net- 
work of waterways make boat travel simple, often quickest route. 


FLVIAG CRISTIAAIS turn party into circus. Below, Benito 
cntertains for Syd Solomon’s guests. Discovered in Belgium by 
John Ringling, the fanious family troupe, though now independent, 
still ivinters in Sarasota along with “The Greatest Show on Earth.” 












Sarasota (c.n,inucd) 


Architect's 

Paradise 

Gone is the Spanish 
hacienda; today's 
Fiorida dream house 
”flows in space" 


C lean, simple lines to stress spaeious- 
ness and inforniality—eoupled «itli 
buildinj: materials that \vithstand suhtrop- 
ieal \veather pive Klorida a unique arehi- 
teetural atinosphcre. Roofs are flat or lo\v- 
pitehed, often vvith overhang for siiii iiro- 
teetion. Exteriors niake use of speeially 
treated vvoods. eoiieretc. The jaloiisie 
vvindovv. novv iised universally, sa« peak 
developnient here. And {;lass, of eoiirse, 
is every«here—aiding Elorida’s deler- 
nnned struggle to bring the oiitdoors inside. 

















LOH'ELL HOPPES, a Southerner-at- leillllL ж 
heart who Jiad the mi.sfortune to be 
born in the North, spent his teen years 
looking for a way to escape winters, dis- 
covered Florida was the magic word. ^ 

Free-lance cartooning—then in its in- НН 

fancy—seemed the ticket. but maiTiage ЦНЈР 
and two young Yankees—also in their Ррд|мк|91ђг) 
infancy—entered the Hoppes picture 
before Florida did. Then came 1946. the big move and, 
shortly after, a little Rebel daughter. “Sunshine has be- 
come as necessary to us as the air we breathe,” says 
Floridian Hoppes. now a “permanent” resident of Sarasota. 
“We boost Florida. We find it easy to be ћарру there.” 
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CHARLES E. SHAR.HAN has been 
living “temporarilv” in Florida for two- 
and-one-half years. art-directing for 
Florida Outdoors maga/ine and “ob- 
serving nature from beneath a shade 
tree.” Born in Taeoma. married in San 
Francisco. a father in Indiana—and 
later in New Jersey. he's made eighteen 
moves in thirteen years. has been a 
sailor, grocery clerk. i)aper boy. teacher. and disk јоскеу. 
His education: University of Washington. Escuela de 
Bellas Artes in Mexico. Cartoonists and Illustrators 
School in New York City. His ambition: “То see the 
world and ob.serve nature from beneath a shade tree.” 

































MARTIIV FILCHOCK shook off the 
dnst of his native Pennsylvania mining 
town when the Depression struck—and 
flagged the next freight train west. Hav- 
ing covered most of the country by 
thumb and rail by the start of World 
War II, he toured New Guinea, the 
Philippines, and Japan with Uncle Sam, 
then “settled down” to wife and family 
in New York City three years ago. Now a Sarasotan, Fil- 
chock finds Florida the ideal spot to continue his favorite 
boyhood sports—hunting. fishing, and trapping. and to 
fulfill his boyhood ambitions: “to епјоу life fully and 
to work as little as humanly possible.” 


BANDEL LINN, a veteran of seven- 
teen years in Sarasota, is a native Ноо- 
sier, schooled on the banks of the Wa- 
bash. Between Indiana and Florida, he 
sandwiched “many a уеаг ”in New York, 
cartooning—and a stretch in the Air 
Force, working his way up modestly to 
the rank of corporal. Bandy'currently 
earns his living by drawing advertising 
cartoons for magazines, animating commercials for tele- 
vision, acting in an occasional TV movie, and getting up at 
5 А.м. for one of his two dai]y radio shows originating 
in Sarasota. His leisure time he spends on amateur radio, 
astronomy, and “thoughts of Gina Lollobrigida.” The End 
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Designed for the Easg Life 


BY BETTY SHERWI]4 


T lie cloche hat of the twenties is back—in bathing caps. 
Lace is appearing again—on swim suits. The plunging 
back is news, and prodigal touehes like mink trim on 
cashmere sweaters are as much part of Florida as the orange. 

The whimsy appearing on fun togs in Florida has been 
inspired by clothes of an earlier era, though fashion leaders 


of that day wouldn’t have dreamed of wearing rhinestones 
on cotton skirts or putting a straw hat on a poodle. The cur- 
rent rage extends from teenagers to socialites and interna- 
tional visitors who sport new fashions by designers like Oleg 
Cassini and Ceil Chapman. “The playful, the exotic. or the 
naive look,’’ says one, “is the utmost in sophistication.” 



IVIIEIV THE SEIM GOES DOW]\; Celebrating the first anniversary of Arthur Godfrey Road at the Fontainehleau Hotel 
in Miami Bearh, Val Phillips, “Miss Arthur Godfrey Road,” wears a corktail-length gown, its white chiffon skirt criss-rrossed 
with jewel8. Ву Ceil Chapman, $300. In the center, Sally Fisher, “Miss Florida,” wears a white cotton rhifton with draped 
hodire and draped front panel. Ву Mr. Kessler of Betty’s Dressmaking, Coral Gahles, $400. On ihe right, Marria Valibus, 
“Miss Miami Beach,” in tulle with a dramatic green velvet bow that sweeps to the floor. Ву LIoyd Richards of Bettino, $3.30. 


TIIE LATEST TWIST— imported Venetian lace on the bra of a satin lasteK sheath 8wim suit—is worn by l)orothy Steiner, the 
1956 Florida Citrus Queen, at the 01ympic-sized swimming pool at the Воса Raton Hotel. The suit is by Alix of Miami. $24.95. 
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ALL l!V FLA. youiig so. ialite Barbara Daly, of Fort 
l.auderdale, and poodlc wear matehing “Palm Tree” hats 
by Elaiue Ваггушоге. Barhara’s hat, S9.98; poodle’s, K3.98. 
Barbara relaxes at the Rarquet Club in Mianii Beach. She 
tvears the new high-neckline, plunging-back style in tan 
aiid \\hite striped wool jersey. Price S17.9.5. Ву Gantner. 


TRAASPAREIVT PLRSE (shown beIow, centerl, 
studded with rhinestones to catch the Iropical sun, is \\orn 
at ihe Racquet Club by Mrs. Gilhert 0\vens of London, 
England, and .Sunset Island No. 1 in Mianii Beach. Вс- 
cause the plastic resists perspiralion, it’s the bag most 
\\omen visiting Florida huy riglit away. Eli Rosenberg. S7.98. 


RLACK VOILE (shown belo\v, left) moves froni 
ihe afternoons of the Ivventies to Florida evenings of thc 
lifties. At a 19.S7 opening night at the Coconut Grove 
PIayhouse, socialite Mrs. Francis A. Calhoun, Jr., of 
Miami, wears a satin-handed Oleg Cassini gown in voile, 
cut low and with an airy boulfant skirt. Price §159.95. 


V FORHIATION PATTERN on s\\imsuit (sho\\ii 
below right) is reminiscent of lifesaving symhoIs. 
Champion water skier Delores Kipple wears the suit at thc 
Racquet Club. Unlike most Florida fashions, swini suits 
arc getting sleeker, depending more on good lines than 
on decoration. Ву Coletex, in black and white. S19.95. 






H'AKHABLE TAKPOIV CLOTil shorts that don’t fađe and that resist 
t-reases jro over bijt in Florida. Their w ater-rei)ellent finish al.so repels dirt. 
Nila TNieholson of Mianii Shores tvears the Tarpon shorts in plaid. Price, 87.98, 
by Harburt of lloston. Shorts are aceeptable anywhere during the daytime, 
even in the lobhy of the Roney Plaza, the grande dame of Miami Beach hotels. 


••CLOCIIE’’ SHTM CAP of vvhite 
“water velvet” with silver hraid, Mrs. C.live Hub- 
hard, wife of England’s dime store magnate, dips 
into the Racquet Club pool. U.S. Royal. St.98. 

( rnntinued) 
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FOR TIIE TOtJNGER SET, a fresh-as-a-dai8y 8wim suit, worn by fourteen-year-oId Магу Jane McGoldrirk, daughter of 
Mr. and Мг8. James L. McGoldrick of the Воса Raton Hotel and Country Club. The suit is white eyelet over a blue rotton 
sheath. Flower eyelet trims the bodice top. Ву De Weese, $19.95. Matching fitted short jacket with short sleeves, $14.95. 
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ТНЕ “REGATTA I.OOK” OETFIT liarks bark lo Newport 
(lays. Worn by Mrs. Stuart Patton—at her Coral Gables home with 
her daujjhter, IJsbeth—the one-piece outfit is w'hite silk linen 
with navy top, red-and-white polka dot tie insert. Wragge. $59.95. 


AESTRIAIN RIIINiESTO!NES decorate accessories. At the 
Roney Plaza, Marcia Valibus shows oll her mirror and lipstick 
combination. $4.50. Jeweled “Trickettes” include “jackknife” 
comb, $4; and a coin-shaped perfume bottle, $2. Ву Wiesner. 


RORDER PRIIVT dresses up a cotton. At home with her two 
sons, Mrs. М. Lewis Hall, Jr., of Coral Gables, Miami, wears a 
powder blue dress. Border print edges the collar, runs from neck 
to hem. With matching orlon cardigan. Serbin of Miami. $19.95. 


FOR LAAD OR SEA AFTERNOOAS aboard cabin crniser 
at Bal Harbour Vacht Basin, Elizabeth Legg of Sunset Island No. 
3, (below, right) wears a one-piece cotton dress. The shirt neck, 
helt and shirred skirt give a casual, easy look. Faye Robin. $14.95. 


TRE CIJJRIRERREIVD LOOK. At L'Aiglon, Miami Beach’s 
niost fashionable supper club, socialite Virginia Skakel (below, 
left) wears an Oleg Cassini gown with cummerbund. The gown 
is raisin silk chiifon; the darker cummerhund, satin. $159.95. 







TIIE SIMPLICITV OF P1(|CE. Aboard the yacht 
of Roy Evans, inlernational sportsman and owner of the 
Racquet Club, Mrs. Horace Dodjse (former movie actress 
Gregg Sherwood), seen with her husband, wears pique in 
white. Sunhack dress has navy and white polka dots 
and shocstring shoulder straps. МсКау of Miami. $17.93. 
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SIIIRRED HIP EFFECT appears on swim suit (top left) worn 
by world-famous traveler, Helen Hindmar.sh, at the Ruc(|uet (dub. 
Suit is satin lastex, bra has hlack heads over red velvet. Alix of 
Miami. $29.95. Cap i$ black velvet with red ribbon. D.S. Royal $5.95. 

PLAID COH'L IVECK and large back bow set off a bliie.green 
swim suit (top right) луогп by Mrs. D. Ralph Millard, Jr., tvife of 
the vvorld-famous plastic surgeon, at her vvinter home on Risraync 
Вау, Miami. Elasticized knit and silk. Claire McCardcll. $39.95. 

LOIVG TUIVIC ТОР. This svvimsuit comes in tvvo pieees, thc 
tunic and panties. Worn (lovver left) by Mrs. John К. Teaford, who 
alternates her time betvv'een the Racquet Club and Rio de 
Janeiro, the suit is beige-and-white striped wool. Cantner. $19.95. 

THE LEOTARD LOOK turns up in a red swim suit. Twenly- 
three-year-old Junior Leaguer of Fort Lauderdale. Sue Countryman 
(lower right), leans against the quay of the Intracoa.stal Waterway 
in the Iastex suit. Red satin pipes the bra top. АНх of Miami. $19.95. 





CARY LATIHIER, debutante of the уеаг in 1955, wears little-boy shorts in lilac and a flowered overblouse «ith i>eek-a-boo 
shoulders. Both by SportAvhirl, in linen fabric. Shorts, S6.98: tot>, S12.95. Miss Latimer’s mother, Mrs. Horacio Luro, of 
Miami Beach and New York City, wears gold linen sheath with a white bodice decorated \vith tabs. Ву Oleg ('assiiii. §65.00. 

ТнЕ End 75 









"The Unusual Is Commonplace" 


From Ponce de Leon, who souglit the “fountain of eternal youth,” to 
А1 Lang, who seems to have found it. Floridians have gained the reputation 
for producing—if not the impossihle—at least the unexpected 




LOOKIIVG OVER a four-leaf clover is easy at ^vorld’s 
only four-leaf clover farm in St. Petersburg. Specially bred 
variety is sbipped around globe, modeled in tiara (above) 
by appropriately green-eyed newspaperwoman Letta O’Brien. 


FLEET CHEETAHS demonstrate fast-footedness daily for 
tourists at Jobn Hamlet’s wild aiiimal farm in Ocala. State’s 
wilds offer to bunter unique sbow of native alligator, crocodile, 
panther, but traditional flamingo is secn only in captivity. 



W01HE1V IHOTOR COPS. These policewomen have a full- 
time job handing out parking tickets in Miami Beach. Women 
drivers, the chief offcnders, find fellow females harder to out- 
talk with excuses, say city officials who dreamed up the idea. 



HE СЛ.НЕ ТО DIE forty-seven years ago—biit today 
А1 Lang is healthy octogenarian, dean of Klorida haseball, 
St. Petersburg’s “first citizen.” Lang (above, in 8230,000 stadiuni 
named for him) helped make the city a spring trainiiig ceiiter. 


HLAGRV PORPOISES leap as high as fourteen feet to grab a tasty bite ot fish for the amusenient of thousands 
of tourists who annually visit Florida’s marine museums, like this “Theater of the Sea” on Tavernier Кеу, twenty-fivc miles 
froni niainland. Thousands of fish—many of them naturally hostile—are exhihited together in mammoth undersea taiiks. 
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"The Unusual Is Commonplace" (c»ounu.d) 



Il^JDIAIM LORE and legend аге big business in Florida. 
Above, Orlando’s Wigwam Village motel—completely modern 
\vitbin —appeals to Vankee youngsters who dream of sleeping 
in teepees. Farther south in Ewampy wilds of Everglades is “real 
thing”—tribes of Seminoles, runaways from Сгеек tribe of 
Georgia, who warred with white men for hundreds of years. 



IIE FLIES through the air with aid of skis, this daring 
young man named Johnny Cook, who has reached heights of 
12.S feet in his amazing stunt performances. Johnny gains mo- 
mentum behind a speeding motorboat, thcn lets go suddenly, 
and is shot aloft, buoyed along by specially built kite. Нсге 
the aerialist goes through his dangerous paces at Mianii Beach. 



DREAMS COME TRUE! 


Think of living . . . if only for a few 
days . . . in the city where most folks 
dream of retiring! 

Think of being only a few minutes 
from 12 solid months of golfing . . . of 
having a boat and the finest yachting 
waters in Florida on which to use it 
. . . of beach parties in December and 
hunting in the f all... of bringing home 
the fish that magazine stories depict 
. . . of that first rubbery legged ride 
on water skiis . . . of your family, tan, 
healthy and happy under the warm 
and friendly sunshine. 

Of such material dreams are made- 
AND IN ST. PETERSBURG, such 
dreams come true! 
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WORLD’S LARGEST VACHTIl^G CEIVTER is Bahla-Mar, Fort Laudordale’s $2,500,000 mooring basin. Capable of 
acrommodating over four hundred private craft, it berthed more than two thousand (total value: $15,000,000) during 1956. Nine 
finger docks, built in 1949, overlook Atlantic from Intracoastal Waterway, have made Fort Lauderdale state’s yachting capital. 



ARKANSAS ТО ZAIVZIRAR. travelers can find the 
guest register set aside for their home state or nation among 
fifty-two in Silver Springs shop. Some 1,500,000 visitors—like 
these from New York, Pennsylvania, Michigan—sign annually. 



VOETHFEL IRAJORETTES are common sight. At last 
year’8 Orange Bowl Game Darlene Lundquist, seven, matched 
elders in stamina, skill. Youngsters begin twirling baton as soon 
as they can hold cereal spoon, are veterans at age ten or twelve. 

( continued) 
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The Unusual Is Commonplace(con.i„..e<» 



PHIL SILVERS’ “GOLD” is orange 
lie pieks at vvife’s family home. Brooklyn- 
hred, thc romedian marvels at “private” 
orange trees grovving in oitrus-helt hack- 
yarde, hut to Mrs. Silvers, former “Miss 
Orlando,” it’s old stuff. Phil’s TV alter- 
ego, Sergeant Bilko. feels right at home 
in “retired West Point” Orlando, most 
poj.ular haven for emeritus Army generals. 



SLRF-CASTEItS Kenneth Priest and 
Curtis Hunt stand before oross marking 
site of first religious servioe in Pensa- 
cola area, Feast of the Assumption Mass, 
.4ngust 15, 1559, celebrated by Uominioan 
friars who aocompanied Spanish explorer 
Tristan de Luna. Cross is illuminated hy 
sun refleoted from sand of Pensaoola 
beaches, reputedly whitest in the world. 



H'ORLD’S LARCEST winter training 
ground for irotters and paoers is Ben 
White Raceway in Orlando, whose 12(t 
aores enoompass three regulation harness 
raoing tracks. Just outside Miami is 
Hialeah thoroughbred traok, exotir with 
royal palms and colleotion of rare 
pink flamingoes and blaok svvans. Uog 
raoing is also favorite Florida sport. 



IN THE HEART OF MIAMI BEACH 


. . . tropic gardens, wide sandy beaches (over 700 ft. long) . . . 
tennis courts, putting greens—colorful cabana colony, ol^rmpic 
swinmiing pool . . . unsurpassed dinners in the beautiful 
Imperial Room . .. delicious breakfasts on the terrace or outdoors 
on the ocean—gala parties and events . . . “Showtime” in the 
new Bamboo Room, with dancing and entertainment nightly. 
Yes, acres of pleasure for your enjo^nnent. 

TV in every room—Ample parking—100% air conditioned 


‘■RONEV 

Plaza 
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UAIPIRES learn trade from ex-major 
lea^ue nmp Ceorge Barr in this unique 
srhool he runs at Longwood. No^v in its 
twenty-serond уеаг, the six-week rourse 
iias turned oiit nearly .1,000 graduates, 
several of them nubhed by big leagues. 



U!SUSUAU CHUKCH, patterned on 
drive-in movie, is in St. Petersburg. Its 
renlral building overfloivs every Sunday, 
but worshippers may take part in serviee 
froni rars. Sernion is hroadrast, and 
dearons pass umong automobiles with 
printed programs, hymns, collertion plates. 



OLDEST HOUSE in United States 
tells its history in four flags above door: 
Old Glory and banners of the Confeder- 
агу, England, and Spaiii. Built in 1599, it 
is in “oldest rity” St. Augustine, had over 
160,000 visitors in 1956. ТнЕ End 



VACAt»0** 


»»oerf«-* 


Discover why more 

and more vacationists are fiocking to Greater Miami each summer 
—returning home singing the praises of untgue attractlons and an 
tncomparable climate,... Do miles and miies of clean, safe white-sand 
beaches have their appeal? Do your eyes sparkle 
0Ц1Р' —■ over the prospect of the best fishing ever—whether 

from pier or bridge, or deep sea fishing for the 
' .■ ' big ones? 


*on’t the entire family thrilt over real alligators in their natural habitat, 
jumping porpoises and rare birds of unbelievable 
hues? find wondrous garđens—troplcal spiendor you 
Just can’t visualize! 


Hotel, motel and apartment rates throughout this " 

summer vacationland are only a guarter or a third what you would expect 
to рау in wiriter. Comfortable luxury—and a climate 
-v that instantly wins your approval. Gooling trade 

', H ^ wlnds make nights cool—-old Sol provides the 

^ tan..'.(fl fact; оп1у six days a уеаг does 

.. the temperature rise above 90 degrees.) 


Ple’ase rush me free color folder 

Planningtoarrive.No.in parfy..... 

(If undecided on time, check here □ 
Inferested in: HotelsG Apts.G IVIotelsQ 


STREET. 


■■STATE.. 

























Where It's Fun to Ве Gld 

РНОТО ESSAV BY CARROLL SECHERS II 


“ A life of ease. but not boredom—that’s the ticket.” 

says one youtIiful, sun-tanned sixty-five-year-old 
/ m ex-New .Ierseyite. explaining why he and his wife 
retired to Florida. Dependable sunshine, good fishing, уеаг- 
round outdoor recreation are a few of the attractions 
which draw older i»eople to Florida. The less affluent 
oldster has an additional reason: in Florida he can trim 
living costs to fit his pension check or social security 
income. 

The саппу would-be retirer first vacations in Florida 
to get a bird’s-eye view of the retirement spots that best 
suit his taste and pocketbook. Wherever he finds his 
particular Eden. the mild Florida climate cuts his Northern 
clothing bill by about 50 per cent. Auto liability insurance 
rates are 40 per cent cheaper than in the North. and no 
one worries about anti-freeze or tire chains. Gardening 
and fishing are pleasures that may lop as much as 60 
per cent off food bills. 

Social life figures largely in a retired couple’s decision 
where to live. The gregarious—and those who want no 


housekeeping headaches—usually favor one of the beach 
retirement hotels. Also popular is the retirement village 
with fancy touches—one of these is the former estate of 
a count. and his mansion is iised as a clubhouse. Some 
retired couples plump for trailer living; they like the way 
it combines camaraderie and privacy, and leaves them 
footloose as a turtle. 

But to an increasing number of retiring couples, 
Florida’s Homestead Exemption Law is providing the 
sweetest answer yet: the home you buy in a community 
without bonded indebtedness is tax-free н]) to $5,000 of 
its assessed value. And Florida’s assessed values are lower 
than actual values. Says one of the 250.000 retired liome- 
owners of his nest, a $5,000 one-bedroom home. “Why 
shouldn’t it be cheap? In this climate we don’t need 
insulation. a furnace, or a basement. Best of all, we don’t 
even need a snow shovel.” 

But whether retirers settle in a house. a trailer. or a 
hotel, at least one Florida product—the sun—can be en- 
joyed free. Неге is how some retired couples are doing it. 

( continued) 



THE FLANNERTS 

R etired iireraan Michael J. Паппегу and his 
wife аге in their sixties. In March, 1955, they 
vacationed in Florida, like it so much they hought a 
small, easy-to-manage stucco home in Hollywood, 
Florida, then sold their eight-room hrick honse in 
Pittsburgh. Trips to the beach two miles away, fishing, 
week-end jannts, and gardening keep days almost too 
busy. Their younger son, a student at the Universit^ of 


LIVE IN A HOLSE 


Miami, livcs with them. The Flannerys’ food bill is $100 
to $125 a month, utilities about $20 (inclnding their 
phone). “What we like best is watrhing the sunset on 
the water and knowing the next day’s weather will be 
bright and won’t hamper our plans.” The Flannerys 
concede that a home of their own requires more work 
and offers less social life, but chose it in preference to 
a trailer or hotel because it provides plenty of space. 
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Where It s Fun to Ве Old (con.i„ued 



“WE HAVE PLENTV OF ROOM.” The Karbs’ trailer is 33 feet long, 8 feet wide. Emulating native Floridians, 
the Karbs are learning to live almost as much outdoors as indoors, often eat lunch on their breezj “patio.” 



THE KARBS LIKE 
TRAILER LIFE 


“t I > his is for us.” Former Sperial Slieriff of 
3 _ Erie Countjf, Netv York, Jacob Karb, sixty- 
five, and his wife Theresa, sixty-three, used to 
drearn about retirinji in a warm rlimate. They 
did nothing about it, howcver, until Mr. Karh 
fell ill with pleurisy and pneumonia. Then, !ast 
Мау, the Karbs drove to Florida and bought a 
trailer, rompletely furnished, even to awnings, 
for 83,700. They rhose a Miami trailer rourt that 
had people of all ages, yet enough retired 
rouples for a rongenial sorial life. Sinre most 
trailer dwellers have plenty of leisure, the 
Karbs (]uirkly formed friendships, spend murh 
of their time visiting, playing rards, using thc 
roiivt’s svimming pool. Although their income 





PRIVACV о/ a separate bedroom and 
compactness in kitchen and living room 
give Karbs “all of the necessarj comforts.” 


is small (a pension plus rent from a house and 
garage apartnient they own in the North), the 
Karbs have all the eomforfs and pleasures 
lhey desire. They рау $25 monthly rent for 
trailer spare, about $3.50 for electricity. Water 
is furnished. They spend abput $50 a month for 
groceries; another $40 goes for gasoline, chnrch, 
entertainment, cigarettes, and other small needs. 
Because inexpensive entertainment can be 
had at the trailer court, they feel no need to 
go out to e^pensive night spots. The Karbs, 
who denied themselves many things so that 
eventually they might retire comfortably, feel 
that their new, full life is an ample reward. 



“WE IVEVER DREAMED we’d be living like this in midwinter.” 
ICs only a short walk from Karbs’ trailer^ to -eourt swimming pool. 

( continued) 


“NEXT-DOOR'’ NEIGHRORS foin the Karbs and other friends in a game of shuffleboard with equipment 
furnished residents by the trailer court. “Sometimes,” say the Karbs, “it seems as though everything is free.” 








Where It's Fun to Ве Old (c„>. 



AFTER D1NI4EK iii l.he holel dining: room, the Emrichs, tvho 
have been married jor fifty years, have a quiet period in their 
room bejore joining jriends jor a stroll about Miami Beach. There 
are no dinner dishes or lawn mowers to mar a pleasant evening. 


THE EMRICHS CHOSE 
HOTEL LIVING 


“ТГГе like service and we like people our OAvn 
W age.” So (ieorge Emrieh and his wife. 
formerly of Cineinnati, Ohio, moved oul of 
the Miami home they retired to scven years 
ago and into a Mianii Ueaeh hotel exelusively 
for retired people. For S2(I0 a month, they 
have one of the hotel’s largest rooms, all their 
meals, linen, and niaid serviee. Swiniming pool, 
eahanas, and solaria are on the hotcl gronnds. 
With so many amnsements at honic, sonie guests 
seldom leave the hotel. Biit Mr. Emrieh, who 
owned the Emrieh Audit Отрапу, now run hy 
a son in Cineinnati, prefers to work, partly 
to keep abreast of things, and partly to рау 
his hotel bill. Outside amusements. laundry 
are extra expenses, hut with everything clse 
part of the hotel’s retirement plan, the Eniriehs 
have left honsehold worries and ehores behind. 



AT THE HOTEL PIAA'O, Mr. Emrich renders a jew old javorites while jellow guesls sing. Among other 
retired couples at the hotel the Emrichs have jound тапу whose interesls are similar to iheir own. Right, they 
try iheir luck with rod and reel on Biscayne Вау. Their holel (in background) has its own pier and boats. Lije 
in a Florida retirement hotel, say the Emrichs, is as carejree as a year-round vacation. ТнЕ End 






Sunshine Cinderella 

Brownie Wise is one of Florida’s most dynamie young exeeutives— 
and fairy godmother to her 20,000 dealers and $100,000,000 husiness 



BROWIVIE SHOWS Jon Whitcomb 
how to seal Т upperware by “burping” it. 


BY JOIV WHITCOMB 

N ot long ago Vivian R. Hiatt of 
Portland, Oregon, sat down and 
wrote a letter to Brownie Wise, 
head of Tupperware Home Parties, Inc., 
of Orlando, Florida. ‘Т was in my fifties,” 
she said, “and life was passing me by. 
An aunt suggested that I attend a Tup- 
perware party and perhaps become a 
dealer. I went! I saw! IT conquered! 
Now I have Friends, Fun and Finances!” 

These exclamation points from Port- 
land are typical of the reaction of thou- 
sands of housebound American women 
who have discovered that friends and 
fun can be tossed together in their own 
living rooms with fascinating results for 
their finances. 

Parties are being given these days by 
more than twenty thousand Tupperware 
dealers,roughly 97 per cent of them women, 
3 per cent men, in f orty-eight states, Alaska, 
Puerto Rico, Hawaii, and Guam. The 
next expansion will be in South America, 
starting with Venezuela. The product 
sold to guests at these parties is Tupper- 
ware, a line of polyethylene plastic food 
containers designed by Earl Tupper and 
manufactured in his plants at Blackstone, 
Massachusetts. In over one hundred dif- 
ferent sizes and shapes in several pastel 
colors, these translucent boxes and bowls 
have a patented air-tight closure which is 


just tricky enough to require the coach- 
ing provided by the dealer at parties. 

The product first went on sale in stores 
in 1945. Six years later, a young woman 
named Brownie Wise sold Tupper on the 
idea of switching sales entirely to living 
rooms. She was convinced that personal 
demonstration was the best sales method. 
“Show us how,” he said. “Vou’re the boss.” 

Nowadays, in her lavish Orlando head- 
quarters set amidst lakes and gardens, 
“the boss” sits at a king-sized desk in 
a luxurious office roughly the size of a 
basketball court. When I walked in, she 
was taking calls in rotation from three 
telephones on her desk. Having been 
briefed on some spectacular statistics on 
the company’s rise to the top, I was ех- 
pecting to meet a lady tycoon of the type 
Rosalind Russell used to play in the 
movies—brusque, clipped, and domi- 
nating. When Brownie rose and shook 
hands, I hastily revised my impression of 
lady tycoons. She is small and feminine, 
a “charm girl” in the words of one of 
the prosperous-looking, tanned executives 
who soon strolled in and joined us. Most 
of Brownie’s aides are males, all singu- 
larly well adjusted to taking orders from 
a woman. We left the office and went for 
a tour of the grounds. “You just can’t 
help liking her,” one aide pointed out as 
we walked in twos down aisles of cypress, 
“and besides, the authority here is hori- 
zontal—not vertical. We decide things 
together, around a table. Jobs here are 
so pleasant there is very little turnover in 
personnel.” 

High-class Hand-me-downs 

We crossed a rustic bridge and paused 
while Brownie entered a potting shed to 
inspect some plants. “She gives her 
clothes away, you know,” he continued. 
“Once at a sales rally Brownie gave away 
all the outfits she had with her, including 
the one she was wearing, and when she 
came down from her room after changing 
the third fime she dumfounded the coun- 
selor with her on the platform by calmly 
awarding his suit to the husband of a 
sales winner in the audience. So he had 
to go up and change.” 


That evening I found out more about 
Brownie’s generosity with clothes. I had 
arrived at the Wise estate for dinner. a 
rambling Spanish-.style villa beside a lake 
in Kissimmee, a Florida cow town just 
south of Orlando. In 1952. Brownie said, 
she was presiding at a sales meeting in 
New York. Prizes were piled on the stage 
for dealers and managers with the best 
sales records; “We invited one girl up to 
choose an award—anything at all. ‘In 
that case,’ she said, ‘I’ll take the dress 
Brownie is wearing.’ That started it. 
Since then, I’ve attended rallies in $150 
dresses and $35 hats, knowing in advance 
that they would be given as prizes.” 

Hot-rods and Ranching 

Brownie’s house shows the signs of 
sporadic remodeling. A sun-porch, known 
locally as a “Florida room,” has a re- 
cently installed concrete floor which con- 
ceals what was a swimming pool. The 
garage holds a rock-slicing machine. 
where Brownie can cut up minerals and 
fluorescent rocks she collects on trips to 
Arizona and New Mexico. She is inter- 
ested in gemology, and she likes to cut 
and polish stones for rings and earrings. 
Brownie lives with her teen-aged son, 
Јеггу, whose ii.terest in hot-rods, ranch- 
ing, and Brahman bulls she shares. They 
raise cattle in partnership. Her quarters 
are in a new wing at one end of the 
house. “I do a lot of work at night,” she 
said, as we surveyed a big bedroom with 
an enormous bed near which were two 
ottomans covered with dozens of books. 
“That thing over there is a dictating 
machine for middle-of-the-night ideas.” 

Dictaphone records are transcribed 
next morning by her secretary, Магу 
Frances Babb. Miss Babb feels strongly 
that her boss is a goddess who can do 
no wrong. Brownie hired Магу Frances 
on a hunch from a telephone fnterview. “I 
liked her voice and engaged her on faith, 
sight unseen,” she says. 

Brownie is an excellent public speaker 
and is a popular leader of charity drives 
such as the Heart Fund. whose Florida 
campaign she is heading this уеаг. Along 
with Mrs. Eisenhower, Kate Smith, and 




ex-President Hoover, she was vice-chair- 
nian lasl уеаг of the National Fund for 
Medical Education. Her speeches hoth in 
and out.side of business strike a vigorous- 
ly spiritual note. One of her thenies: “Му 
grandmother used to tell me that we have 
to рау for our room on earth. I believe 
that business has to рау for its room on 
earth too.” 

Recently she has been analyzing an- 
swers to a i)oll sent out by Tupperware 
to its twenty thousand dealers. a ques- 
tionnaire which asked, “If dreams were 
for sale, what would you huy?” The an- 
swers, listing dreams like church addi- 
tions and foreign sports cars, led to a 
theme for the 19.56 .luhilee in Orlando, an 
anniial four-day сотрапу festival-plus- 
seminar attended by 1,200 people. 

Women, Brownie has decided, do a lot 
of wishing. At last year’s Juhilee seven of 
the more spectacular wishes were granted 
hy a Good Fairy, impersonated -Ву a high 
school girl named Diane Tauscher, who 
tapped the winners with her magic wand. 
One winner was sent—-with a hundred- 
pound birthday cake—to visit her Marine 
son in Japan. Another lucky woman’s 
wish for new nursery and Sunday School 
classrooms for her church was granted. 
A third family was treated to a trip to 
Disneyland. The fourth lady got an in- 
board motorboat for her husband, and the 
fifth, new wardrohes for her entire fam- 
ily. The sixth got two new bedrooms 
added to her house, and the seventh was 
given a “second honeymoon.” 

Brownie’s meditations have spilled over 
into a book, called Best №'ishes (Podium 
Publishing Сотрапу, Inc.) written in 
collahoration with Maurice Marshall. I'n 
her hook, which has a foreword by Nor- 
man Vincent Peale, Brownie has crys- 
tallized her philosophy of life. “Wish- 
ing." she says. “is the art of reacting to 
the opporlunities your ambition uncovers 
every day.” Her grandmother once 
warned her aboiit wishes. “Ве careful 
what you ргау for, because you’ll get it!” 

Wish and Маке It So 

Brownie approves of wishing, rather 
than wanting. The principal theme of 
her book is a recommendation of “the 
working wish,” a sort of wish-with- 
horsepower, as opposed to the “want,” 
which she describes as “an expectation 
without purpose.” Brownie has a num- 
ber of personal projects under way to 
help jieople help themselves. Through her 
firm, $1,800 Fellowships are awarded to 
three artists each уеаг. 

Brownie’s own wish came true last 
уеаг. She acquired a 200-acre island in 
the middle of Florida’s Lake Tohopekal- 
iga (its Indian name means “sleeping 
tiger”). I visited the island. which she 
has named Isla Milagra (Spanish for 
“Miracle Isle”), riding over on a power 


CHRISTENED “BROWNIE” because she ivas one of ihe rare bahies boni wilh 
brown eyes, she looks like Dinah Shore, rivals Elsa Maxwell as a lavish hostess. 


barge with a truck and a station wagon. 
We floated into a landing. beyond which 
live oaks dripping Spanish moss formed 
a tall backdrop. “Let me tell you about 
the inhabitants,” Brownie vohinteered. 
“There’s a herd of wild turkeys. fifty 
head of Brahmans. some foxes. some 
raccoons. four peacocks and a hermit!” 
She giggled. ‘Т don’t know what I’m go- 
ing to do about Clarence. He’s been liv- 
ing here all alone for years. See that 
rowboat?” I looked down the pier at a 
small boat. its stem and bow painted in 
patches of red, blue, and green. The 
word Lusitania had been chalked on its 
side. “Clarence labeled the boat,’’ 
Brownie said. “Не says it’s the one John 
Jacob Astor escaped in.” 

We wandered through old citrus groves. 


bordered by tangles of jungle growth 
under the oaks. “Isn’t it slill!” Brownie 
exclaimed. “I feel secure here.” 

A Siiccess Story 

There was an earlier time when 
Brownie had no security. The story of 
her rise to success has enough comedy. 
[lathos and suspense in it for a dozen 
movies. Born in Atlanta, otir heroine 
managed to make ends almost meet 
working as a secretary in Detroit. Al- 
most. but not quite. An ailing child was 
the big problem. Becaiise his medical 
hills required extra топеу, Brownie took 
on part-time work with Stanley Homq 
Products. As in the Horalio Alger sto- 
ries, her early efforts were fumhling. On 
the evening of her first home i)arty. 

( continued) 



Sunshine Cinderella (co„,i„ued) 



A HIAGIC WAIVD makes dreams corne true at four-day Dealer Jubilee. Dele- 
gates work too—tmelve hours daily, foUoived by exams, then “graduation.” 



COMPAIVV CADILLAC takes Brownie to work at her million-dollar office—but 
her own pet car is 1942 Lincoln Continental she bought “because I like its lines.” 




FLORIDA 

New Persoiialized 
Iiiformatioii Service 
Ву Orange СошИу 

Located in the very heart of 
Florida, Orange County is dotted 
with hundreds of sparkling lakes. 
The perfect climate for work and 
play. 

Whether you are planning a 
visit or coming to stay, you’ll 
want to learn more about bounti- 
ful Orange County. Send your 
question to Orangc Countv Cham- 
ber of Coninierce, Dept. CA, 
5501 W. Colonial Dr., Orlando, 
Florida. 


Brownie had so many mishaps she was 
ready to give up. She muffed her talk, 
tripped over her sample case, and got 
a bloody nose. 

In 1949 Brownie discovered Tupper- 
ware when a friend gave her a set of 
plastic bowls. She experimented with 
them, packing them in various ways in 
her refrigerator. 

They Fit the Need 

“Tupperware "bo^ls went in sidewise,” 
she recalls, “or even upside down. The 
vacuum seal meant you could drop them 
without spilling. I found them vapor- 
proof, liquid-proof (those are two differ- 
ent things), odorless, tasteless, easy to 
wash, heat-and-cold-proof (from 180 de- 
grees above zero to 70 below) and you 
could always see what was stored inside. 
I was sold to the hilt. and I knew 
that I could sell Tupperware at parties.” 

At that time the product was heing 


marketed by mail, by hostesses at parties, 
and in stores. Brownie left Stanley and 
switched to Tupperware. Before she left 
Detroit. her income had risen to $1,500 
a month. 

Soon after moving to Florida, Brownie 
set about recreating her husiness career 
in a new, tropical setting. Ву the end 
of her first уеаг in Florida she had 
brought in $200,000 in sales. Having 
proved that she could sell Tupperware she 
now turned lier attention to another prob- 
lem. Deliveries were too slow. She phoned 
Tupper in Massachusetts to complain. 

Mr. Tupper promptly invited her north 
to discuss the matter, since she was the 
highest-rating outlet in the country. 
Brownie returned to Florida with na- 
tional distribution in her pocket. 

Ву 1954 she had the present $1.000.000 
headquarters whose architecture and 
landscaping are pure “Brownie,” from 
the Greek columns and Spanish wrought 
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iron gates lo llie eommemoralive platiues 
iii the garilen. Tlie "1 See’’ tree is near the 
lake vvhere Brovvnie stood •vvhen she de- 
serihed her vision of the building to Earl 
Tu|i|)er. "1 looked lovvard the far side 
aml there it stood. not a mirage at all. 
It vvas real to me." An ohlong stretch of 
lush green turf called The Garden That 
Loyalty Built is enclosed vvith chains. 
each link of vvhich hears the name of a 
high-scoring dealer or distrihutor. 

Here is the husiness framevvork of a 
Tnppervvare i)arty: The dealer persuades 
a hostess to give a party. for vvhich the 
hostess receives a present and the dealer 
gets a comrnission. The hosless often 
vvinds up as a dealer herself. When a 
dealer shovvs her ahility to Tecruit and 
train others. .she hecomes a unit managcr. 
therehy collecling an additional over- 
riding discount. With slill more dealers 
under her vving she mav hecome.a hranch 
manager. INexl in line is ihe franchised 
di.strihutor. vvho gcls a higgcr discount 
hut inust vvaiehouse ihe goods. Dealers 
huy from ihe distrihutor; distrihulors buy 
from Tuppervvare Hoine Parties Inc. And 
Т.Н.Р. is ihe client of the Tupper Com- 

Incentives are scattered profusely irp 
and dovvn the line. Str.iking provvess hy 
di.strihutors may he revvarded •vvilh gifl 
Cadillacs. Outstanding managers get 
mink coats. trips to Europe. Industrious 
dealers may latch on to a dre.ss from 
Brovvnie's vvardrobc or add to their col- 
lection of Hatvvare in the Tuppervvare 
Kose paltern. 

То Maxiin’s^—l)y Biis 

Tvvo years ago. Brovvnie and her pub- 
licily chief. Charles .МсВигаеу, under- 
took to shepherd a groiip of six prize- 
vvinning ladies on a two-v\eek trip to 
Europc. Ludvvdg Benielmans was invited 
to act as guide during the group’s visit 
to France. an experience he de.scrihed 
laler in an article for an American mag- 
azine. Не invited them to dinner at Мах- 
ini’s. where they arrived—in evening 
clothes—hy hus. Brownie says, “Bem- 
ehnans wa.s opcn-moiithed: apparently 
you’re siipimsed to arrive at Maxim’s 
only hy Roil.s-Royee.’' 

Ensconced at Jier massive desk vvith 
its three telephones. looking through her 
lloor-to-c.eiling gla.ss walls at the palm- 
studded patio heyond. Brownie is аВ pre- 
])arcd for a new sales peak for 19.S7. She 
has thrived on the long pull over the 
last few years. and there is prohahly no 
inore relaxed corporation head jn Anier- 
ica. Brownie has heen offered jobs with 
six-figure incomes by other companles. 
hut she plans to stick with the сотрапу 
she huilt from scratch. 

She says there’s still a lol to be done 
to eara lier room on earth. The End 


MRS.AMERICA 


FORT LAUDERDALE 

Red-circle Мау 7-14 on уоиг calendar. These 
are the big dates—entertainment and accom- 
modations wise—in Fort Lauderdale this spring 
for the ezciting Mrs. Americc^Pageant. Finalists 
from the 48 states and District of Columbia will 
vie for the title of 1957-58 home making queen. 

Augmenting nightiy competition at Memorial 
Auditorium will be colorful parade, fashion 
show and other daytime. attractions. Vou’ll like 
Fort Lauderdale’s spacious municipal beach 
and superb golf courses, too. 

Diiring MRS. AMERICA WEEK... 
spccial ratcs at hotels, apartmeiils 
and motels! 

SEND FOR FREE COLOR ILLUSTRATED FOLDER! 


■ CITY PUBLICITV DEPT., ВОХ 1181-CO, FORT LAUDERDALE, FLORIDA 

I Brochure and Rates Desired for Party of.in Ш Hotel П Apartment □ Motel 

I From (give dates). То . 

I Name. 

J Street. 

I City.State. 



FROM MAY 1 THROUGH NOVEMBER 15 



down-to-earth 
prices! 

FLORIDA 

"package vacations" 

e A dC 4 7 Froin New York (comparably 
▼ O 9 plus tax low pricas from other citias) 
INCLUDES ALL THIS - 
tc Reserved, reclining seat coach travel on a 
Silver Streamllner; 

tc Transfers between trains and hotel; 

■R 7 DAYS and 6 NIGHTS AT A FABULOUS 
MIAMI BEACH OCEAN-FRONT HOTEL; 
-♦f All guest privileges plus many "extras” 
planned for your enjoyment. 

"Package Vacations" available at many Florlda re- 
sorts... also CIRCLE TOURS of ALL Florida. 
SEABOARD HAS THE NEWEST COACH AND PULIMAN 
EOUIPMENT BETWEEN THE NURTN AND FLORIDA 
SEE YOUR TR4VEL AGENT 
For llterature and complete information 




to Тзтра! 

Епјоу fun-filled days of 
flshing,golf, bathing. Attend 
thrilling spectator sports. 
Dine at famous Spanish res- 
taurants . . . Go sightseeing! 
. . . Or just relax in the 
healthful Florida sunshine. 

While you're having fun, 
think how wonderful it 
would be to live in Tampa— 
to епјоу, every day of the 
уеаг, its climate comfort, 
friendliness and есопоту. 
Fast-growing Tampa offers real opportun- 
ities for business and industry. Ideal for 
retirement. There тзу be з sunnier future 
here for уои! 



























ТАМРА has been one of Florida’s industrial leaders since the turn of the century. Today its port 
handles 11,000,000 tons of uiater-borne commerce аппиаИу, new plants valued at $60,000,000 have been 
conslructed in the past уеаг, and the city has more than five thousand acres of industrial sites ready for 
new factories. Building with onion domes in foreground is University of Татра, once a luxury hotel. 


Some People Like to Work 


BY Т. F. JAMES 

i'Din tlie Fanhandle to the Keys, 
Florida industry is skyrocketing 
like one of the awesome guided 
niissiles she is, among many other things, 
furiously producing. Since the 1940’s, 
American husinessmen have poured $.100,- 
000,000 into huilding new Florida plants 
and renovating old ones. During 19.56 
alone, new firms moved in at the rate of 
more than one a day (total: over four 
hundred, and more than eight thousand 
other businesses made inquiries about lo- 
cating in Florida. 

This surge is due priniarily to Florida’s 
ability to lure hard-to-hire engineers, 
technicians. and other skilled personnel. 
When Pratt and Whitney. scouting for a 
sile for its jet engine design and develop- 
ment plant, ran blind ads in various cities 
asking engineers to work in New England 
and in Florida, the Sunshine State come- 
on outpulled the others by 30 to 1. A 
Cleveland firm, Н. К. Ferguson. estimates 
that the average cost of recruiting an en- 
gineer runs “several hundred dollars a 
man.” At their Fort Lauderdale office. 
however, the expense is “nonexistent.” 
l?etween 1947 and 1954. Florida gained 
44.200 manufacturing employees, and the 
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firms that streamed in during 1956 have 
more applicants than they can handle for 
the 21,000 new jobs they hrought with 

Another attractive consideration is less 
expensive plant construction and opera- 
tion. Building trade hourly rates are 
lower than up north, costly deep founda- 
tions are not feasible, heat and insulation 
needs are negligible. Partial open-air 
plant operation is often possible, and 
Florida’s sunshine cuts down on the light 
bills. Furthermore. employee absenteeism 
has almost vanished from the Florida 
labor picture. 

Some Floridians have fulminated 
against the danger of turning their play- 
ground into a “forest of smokestacks”— 
but witli little cause. More and more 
Florida communities are creating “indus- 
trial parks.” beautiful landscaped plant 
communities completely segregated from 
residential and resort areas, yet simul- 
taneously delightful to the prospective 
industry builder. In North Miami’s parks, 
for instance, each plant will have its own 
railroad siding, there will be a forty-lane 
bowling alley, an executives’ club. and an 
01ympic swimming pool with cabanas. 


The state’s laws bend over hackward 
to be kind to business. The industry tax 
burden is only 10.9 per cent of Florida’s 
tax total, compared to an average of 23 
per cenl in other states. There are no pu- 
nitive laws against big business, nor is 
there апу state income tax or state prop- 

Surprisingly. Florida wage scales are 
as much as 20 per cent lower than the 
national average. Manufacturiiig wages 
run $1.31 an hour against $1.71 else- 
where. Other (state conipiled) weekly 
wage figures for the greater Miami area 
are: accountants. $120: bookkeepers. 
$51-86; stenographers. $57; draftsmen. 
$81; office managers. $52: typists. $45. 
Salespersons average $37. sometimes 
reach $60 on commissions, Florida’s good 
living must take the blame for lower рау. 
In this land of the swimming pool coffee 
break. evening boating after work. gar- 
dening and fishing weekends the уеаг 
round. someone .stands ready for every 
vacancy. That’s why the be.st advice lo 
divers planning a headlong full gainer 
into this sunny labor pool is: don’t come 
to Florida without a job unless уон have 
enough dollars to last three to six months. 




Insurance 


Florida ie rapiđly beooming the insurance center of the South 
with over seven hundred rompanies in thirty-seven cities. In 
force are policies representing a staggering $6,800,000,000 in 
life insnrance, a 555 per cent increase since 1940, and $495,000,- 
000 in fire, theft and other “direct writings,” a 628 per cent 
rise since 1940. Chief among the reasons for these enormous 
increases is a law passed in 1953 which allows a more-than-50- 
per-cent tax reduction for all insnranre companies setting up, 
in Florida, regional offices to serve at least three other states. 
(In spite of this there has been a 567 per cent increase in Flor- 
ida taxes collected on insurance since 1940.) Until recent уеагв 
there was also a surplns of experienced salesmen eager to work 
in Florida, but now the state, fearful that too many newcomers 
would glnt the market, requireB fire and casualty hrokers to 
have a year’s residence before applying for a license. Jackson- 
ville, the state’s insurance capital, has issued in the past two 
years alone permits for more than fifty stories of insurance 


сотрапу home office buildings. Since most insurance шопеу 
is invested through banks, this city of 250,000 is also Florida’s 
financial capital, as well as one of the state’s principal indns- 
trial centers. It is the second largest naval stores market in the 
world, the largest lumber shipping point on the Atlantic Coast, 
a njajor railroad terminal for southeastern United States, and 
the home of more than six hundred manufactnring and pro- 
cessing firms. Surprisingly, however, Oade County (Miami and 
Miami Beach) has recently become Florida’s leading manu- 
facturing area. According to Governor Collins, the highest con- 
centration of industry in the state is in the Miami Springs and 
Hialeah area—just a hop-skip from Miami Beach’s cabana 
land. This district gets six new plants a month, already has 
ninety-seven diiferent type8 of indu8try. The explanation is the 
area’s “bonus” market of 3,000,000 tourists each уеаг, plus 
an average family buying income (among permanent resi- 
dents) which is almost $2,000 above the national average. 



PRUDENTIAL VICE-PRESIDENT Charles W. Campbell sits before the largest building in Florida, his companj's new 
twenty-lwo-story south-central home office in Jacksonville. His staff of 1,400 administers more than $6,000,000,000 
worth of insurance in ten states. The regional approach has doubled the company’s sales since its arrival four years ago. 







KING OF THE FLORIDA RANCHERS is Непгу O. Partin, shown here with ten of his seventeen grandchildren on 
his 6(),000-acre Heart Bar Ranch. Largest ranch east of the Mississippi, it employs no cowhands, is run entirely by the 
fainily. Heart Bar’s registered Brahman bulls, among world’s finest, are exported to South America, even to Texas. 


Cattle 


Tlie average Florida tourist is amazed to discover that the 
state has 1,421,000 cattle grazing on 23,000,000 acres, an indus- 
try that amonnts to almost $200,000,000 a уеаг and is complete 
with rowboys, rodeos, and vast ranges rivaling Texas and 
Oklahonia. Tourists usually spend their time on the sun-soaked 
roastlands, w'hile the cattle and cattlemcn live almost as ех- 
clu8ively on the endless savannas in rentral regions. The origi- 
nal Florida cattle were scrawny “woods cow8,” semi-wild 
desrendants ol' those brought in by the first Spanish settlers, 
and many expert8, including famous '^estern artist Frederic 
Remington, who visited Florida about 1895, vlvidly ridiculed 
them and the ragtail cowboys who herded them. Not long 
after, however, Floridians began importing Brahman bulls from 
India and ever sinre—thanks to this solemn-fared humpback’s 
ability to adjust to a tropical climate (it is immune to tirks, 
and is the only breed that can perspire)—Florida’s cattle have 
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improved steadily in quality. However, only two million acres 
of the state’s paslurage is ronsidered “improved”; the rest is 
scrub pasture, on which the average cow does not fatten as 
well. Hence, Florida beef cannot ronsistcntly matrh that of 
other states. Most of the state’s restaurants serve only Western 
beef. Nevertheless some of the most surrulent steaks in the 
state (thcy are a special menu item at the Clewiston Inn) are 
cut from native cow8 fattened on molasses, produred as a by- 
produrt of the giant sugar rane mill at Clewiston. Florida has 
two chief cow towns, Kissimmee, just below Orlando, and 
Arcadia, east of Sarasota. Kissimmee has a Silver Spurs Rodeo 
each July, which cquals Western rodeos for color and flani- 
boyance. Both this and Arcadia’s All-Florida Rodeo, held 
twice a уеаг, are getting more and more tonrist attention. Ki.s- 
simmee also rlaims to have had the first bars in Amerira 
where a cowhand could get a drink withoiit dismounting. 




Oranges 


Come eIeetroni<-s, <'Oine engineers, come jets, the orange will 
always liave a special plare in Flori<la’s heart. Since 1880, when 
hetter methods of rail ап<1 water transportation put northern 
markets within rearh, ritrus has heen seron<l only to tourism 
as Flori<]a’s biggest in<]ustry. Three out of every four oranges 
grown in the United States now come from Florida’s ^.SO^OOO 
arres of groves. Stretched in a row, the state’s 24,000,000 orange 
trees would make a strip two miles wide from Jacksonville to 
Miami. This уеаг growers expect a bumper crop of 95 million 
b<)xes (about two-and-one-half times California’s output) and 
about 35 million boxes of grapefruit. The state also grows all 
Anierica’s tangerines (about 4.7 million boxes) and limes 
(400,000 boxe8). Missionary priests brought the first oranges 
to Florida from Spain in 1521. Мапу ivild groves sprang up, 
the original stock of today’s carefully cultivated acres. Most 
citrus groves are in the rentral lake country, with the heaviest 
ccnrentration around Orlando and Lakeland, berause grove 
land near water has better frost protection. Мапу housing proj- 


ects are going up here, too, because there is less frost—and he- 
cause people like to live where there are rolling hills of orange 
groves, lakes and no hurriranes. Although there has not been a 
real freeze in eleven уеага, a federal radio service warns grow- 
ers of impending frosts, and a dangerous drop in the тегсигу is 
a signal for bonfires and oil pots that rreate a protertive smoke 
ceiling over the groves. Citrus has also given birth to a vast 
canning and proressing industry, whirh ronsumes 63 iier rent 
of each year’s harvest. Frozen orange juice alone now uses 54 
per cent of all the state’s oranges; only about 25 per cent are 
sold fresh. Profits in the industry are solid, hiit not as high as in 
the past, when the boast was a man rould raise a family on a 
ten-arre orange grove. Today ten acres is the mininium nceded 
to net a $3,600 average profit, and that assumes mature trees, 
good soil and location. Price of a good small grove: $3,000 per 
acre, while large groves, which are more eronomical to oper- 
ate, cost about $2,000 per acre. Мапу investors buy groves and 
let a farm management firm or marketing cooperative run thcm. 


DEAN OF FLORIDA'S CITRUS GROWERS is John A. Snively, shoivn with family at Winler Haven home. Не and 
his tvife came to Florida from Pennsylvania in 1911, now own some 5,000 acres of groves. “They keep planlinf; niore 
than I can get around lo see,” he says. Snivelj, a pioneer in processing citrus fruit, turns out 8,000 bo.ves of fresh fruit 
daily, 4.250,000 cases canned juice annually, including other brands besides his Cypress Garden Citrus Products. 





PACKER in this Татра cigar сотрапу readies 
cigars for shipment. Finer brands are still rolled 
by hand. Music helps relieve' monotony of work. 


Cigars 

Florida produces more eigars ihan апу other area in the \vorld. 
Over 700,000,000 a уеаг come from forty factories in Tanii>a’s Lalin 
Quarter, Thor City. Most of the .S,000 ivorkers are descendants of 
cigar-making families who fled unrest in Cuba in 1868, and many 
of the planls offer visitors' tours. There are other large faclories 
in Jacksonville, ineluding an entirely mechanized one \vhich is 
capable of producing 400,000,000 cigars a уеаг. 


Fishing 

Florida commercial fishermen haul in no less than 600 varieties 
of undersea life a уеаг, totaling over 200 million pounds. The 
catch, valued at more than $31,000,000, ranks Florida third in the 
U.S. in sea food products. Oddly, biggest in gross volume is a 
fish the visitor seldom hears about and never sees: menhaden. 
About 800,000,000 pounds of this trash fish are snared yearly in 
Florida waters, most of it going into oil, meal and fertilizer. 
ProbabIy most colorful of the many fleets operating out of coastal 
towns is the Greek-manned sponge fishers in Tarpon Springs. 
These flamboyant divers bring in more than $3,000,000 in sponges 
each уеаг, sell them at vivid auctions. Even more ezciting for the 
spectator is hunting and watching giant tnrtles in Кеу West. 



TAMPA SHRIMP BOAT FLEET helps seine more than 52,000,000 pounds of shrimp a уеаг from coastal beds. Crews 
of boats get one-third of the value of each catch, the boat owners, two-thirds. Experts believe state’s annual seafood 
catch is probably double the official figure—since тапу boats do not report their catches, others report inaccurately. 









RICHARD PARKER, manager of Allstate Insurance’s new regional office in St. Petersburg, takes lunch-hour swim 
at the Sunset Golj and Country Club with his jamily. Former Calijornians, the Parkers are now Floiida booslers. 

Heavy Industrv 


Мапу American business giants are dipping specnlative feet into 
Florida’s sunny vvaters. General Electric recently opened up a 
liush-hush 84,000,000 atomic components plant in St. Petersburg, 
Glenn L. Martin is readying a huge guided missile plant in Or- 
lando, Chemstrand is operating a 893,000,000 brewery near 
Tampa, and Pratt and Whitney has a jet engine plant going up in 
swank Palm Beach. Minneapolis-Honeywell has chosen St. Peters- 
burg for its Aeronautical Division, and two others, Hamilton 
Standard Division of United Aircraft and Electronic Communi- 
cations, Inc. (Air Associates) have earmarked over 13,000,000 
square feet of plant space in the Sunshine City. Howard Hughes has 
heen prowling the stale since last spring in search of new plant sites 
for his aircraft and electronics empire. Other home-grown indus- 
tries are going full blast. Miami now accounts for 25 per cent of all 
aluminum fabricating (doors, windows, furniture, awnings, lad- 
ders) in the nation. There is a flourishing $60,000,000 phosphatc 
mining industry, which produces 36 per cent pf the world’s phos- 
phate, and a booming lumber industry. Florida has over 21,000,000 
acres of virgin forests, and huge plants convert wood into pulp 
and paper at Panama City, Jacksonville and Fernandina. In north 
Florida are some of the largest sawmills in the South. At the mo- 
ment, Florida’s chief problem in attracting heavy industry is lack 
of power. However, the Florida Power and Light Сотрапу is cnr- 
iently adding 320,000 kilowatts to its Fort Lauderdale plant, add- 
ing to this one plant 50 per cent more than the power producing 
сарасИу of the entire state on VJ. Day. Natural gas is being 
piped in from Texas, and three power companies have formed 
a Nuclear Power Group which aims to build a $50,000,000 plant 
by 1962. In true Florida style, industrial giants, no matter how 
largc, are never permitted to spoil the state’s “natural advantages.” 
Chemstrand, for instance, has a carefully worked out system of 
“burn hoKes” and disposal ponds, which keep waste from disturb- 
ing the fish in the waters nearbj’. Florida Power and Light’s Cutler 
Plant is considered such an architectural triumph that a real estate 
dealer has risked building $50,000 homes on its doorstep. 


ENGINEER Robert Patrick, the head oj Quality 
Control jor G. E. plant in St. Petersburg, jell in 
love with Florida during the ivar. Plant personnel 
is now 90 per cent Floridian, 10 per cent Уапкее. 
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Of all the peculiar ways to 
meet and fall in love, theirs was 
easily the most awkward to 
explain to a growing daughter 


BY THORNTOIV DELEHAIMTV 

ILLUSTRATED BY THORNTON UTZ 

S usan Lindt, elegant, trim, stood before the long oval 
mirror in her bedroom. She was making gestures 
with her hands and arms—sweeping. intricate 
movements which she could follow by reflection in the 
mirror on her bureau. She observed with satisfaction the 
firm whiteness of her arms, the subtle freshness of her 
hands. Almost like a girl’s, she thought, and she smiled 
at her own conceit. Not bad for a woman of thirty-two. 

As she brushed and fluffed her hair she could also 
see. reflected in the bureau glass, the small, intent figure 
of Doris balanced on the edge of the chaise longue. her 
legs pulled up, her hands clasped around her knees. The 
child .was following with her darkly luminous eyes the 
flash of the brush, the deft interplay of her mother’s fingers. 

The pink enamel telephone rang. Susan picked up the 
receiver, continuing to brush with her free hand. The call 
was from her husband; he wanted to let her know he was 
leaving the office and would be home within the hour. 
Susan thought to herself, How kind he is, how really 
thoughtful. What a lucky woman I am. 

As if by telepathy Doris broke in. То such remoteness 
had Susan let her thoughts drift that she was startled, 
having forgotten that Doris was in the room. 

Doris was saying, “How did you and Daddy meet, 
Mummy?’’ 

Susan, still far off, was smiling; and at her lack of 
response the child became insistent, like a police examiner. 
“How did you and Daddy meet?” The question droned 
itself into Susan’s consciousness. 

“Why,” said Susan, halting her arms in mid-air, “Why, 
we just met. Like all people do. How does апуопе meet?” 

Doris wa; not satisfied. “Апуопе meets differently,” 
the child said, her meaning clear to herself at least. “I met 

Tossing away the towel, she marched boldly ahead. 
“After all," she thought, “the роог man is blind.” 
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ArRifrAHiT.. 


Сога in school. I met Jamie in the garden 
when liis niother gave that birthday 

“Of course,” her mother reidied 
hrus(iuely. She was beginning to suspect 
Doris was making a fool of her. “Of 
course. You are right. People meet in 
dilTerent ways.” 

"1п what way did you meet Daddy 
then?” the child persisted murderously. 

H ow did we get into this? Susan 
thought. Then a slow smile began 
to llicker over her face. It was 
the smile of a mischievous girl. a very 
naughty girl of eighteen; one, according 
to her elder sister’s way of thinking. 
capable of inadness. Was it wicked. was 
il mad? Yes. Mina had thought so. had 
said as miich at tlie time. Susan shivered 
slightly even now to recall the look of 
horror on Mina’s face . . . “How could 
you have done it! How did you <larel” 
“It was very simple and very natural,” 
Susan said. as if slie were excusing her- 
self to Mina; as if it were fourteen years 
ago and the thing had just happened. 

Abstractedly she went on. “It was a 
very hot day. Your aunt and I had just 
come in from the country . . . to the 
apartment. Your Aunt Mina was expect- 
ing a friend, a young man . . .” 

“Were they lovers?” inquired Doris. 
Susan’s torso gave an imperceptible 
jerk. ‘Т don’t know what you mean by 
that,” she said. forgetting for the instant 
whom she was talking to. Then she 
quickly rigbted herself. “They were 
acqiiaintanees.” she went on anecdotally. 
“You see, your Aunt Mina was very much 
interested in people, in unfortunate 
peoide. I mean . . .” 

“What was so iinfortunate about this 
fellow?” Doris asked. 

“If youTI sto|) interruiiting me. Г11 tell 
you. The >ouiig man was blind . . .” 

Doris was siiddeiilv' fascinated. “Blind!” 
she said. "You raean he couldii’t see 
anything?’’ 

“I niean he coiildn’t see anything,” 
said Susan with pursed lips. 

“Then liow did he get in?” 

“How did he get in what?” 

“In the place where you and Aunt 
Mina were. Was that when you were 
living with Grandpa and Grannv?” 

“Of coiirse it was. We were voung . . 
“How young? As young as me?” 

“Now Doris, if yoii don’t want to make 
sense I won’t go on. In fact your siipper 
must be ready. Go and ask Frieda.” 

“Oh please. Mummy. please go on.” 
“We;I. your Aiint Mina liked to help 
people. She was a volunteer.” 

“Like Grandpa?” 

Just then Frieda came in to say that 
siipper was readv. .Susan quickly kissed 
Doris on the forehead. “Now run along 
like a good girl and get your supper.” 
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In the doorway Doris halted. “Will you 
tell nie the rest of it later?” 

Privately Susan rolled a supplicating 
еуе to heaven. “Yes. but hurry,” she 
said. “Your supper will get cold.” 

Susan felt annoyed with herself. She 
was annoyed for feeling annoyed. She 
hated lying. especially to a child. Yet 
she hadn’t lied to Doris. She really had 
told her tJie truth. But had she told her 
“the truth. the whole truth. and nothing 
but the truth?” The phrase taunted her. 

She reasoned with herself: you can 
tell the whole truth as far as it goes. 
Knowing this was untrue she went on 
with her reasoning: telling the truth is 
like eating an artichoke. You move inward 
toward the heart from the oiiter edge, 
pulling the leaves in even rows aroiind 
and around. And you can. just before you 
get to the heart—that’s it! You can skip 
a row. So what could it matter? It was 
the truth. the whole truth. with jiist one 
silly little row left out. Doris wouldn’t 
understand anyhow. 

In essence it would be the same story 
if she and Tom t(dd it to their best friend 
over Martinis at the Stork, practically 
the same. Or if she told it to an elderly 
lady in an adjoining steamer chair on 
the promenade deck of the Queen Магу; 
or 011 the same ship, at a later hour, 
in the cocktail lounge, to her lover. 

How fascinating the mutations a story 
can undergo when told to different types 
of people in different environments. Susan 
tliought. And remain essentially the same. 
If I could write, how would I tell it? 
she wondered. То the lover. That would 
be best; that would be freest. I would 
invent a lover. 

T here was that awfully hot (lay in the 
August of 1944 when she and Mina 
had come to town from Southamp- 
ton. Thev had come by train because of 
the gas rationing. 

Susan was quite furious about the 
whole thing. New York in summer was 
absolutely unbearable. as everyone knew. 
And she had to leave behind. for a whole 
twenty-four hoiirs. several bron/.ing lieu- 
tenants jiinior grade on leave. while she 
and ber sister came to New York to speed 
an elderlv maiden aunt to California. 

Susan’s bad mood was not improved 
by the fact that her elder sister had 
actually managed to squeeze in a date 
for the afternoon. The “date” was a blind 
man from the Lighthouse. 

The thought of a man coming to the 
apartment to see Mina. even a blind one, 
made Susan irritable. It was not that she 
had anything against Mina. Actually .«he 
felt a little sorry for her. She was not 
unattractive. but men simply didn’t swarm 
aroiind. not even one at a time. 

When at last the doorbell rang. Mina 
was primly ready; with her slightly mad- 


dening dignity she went to answer it 
herself, leaving Susan in what the Vic- 
torians would call restless deshabUle. An 
hour earlier. on their arrival from Penn 
Station. they had had a slight tiff over 
the bath priority. “Let me take one first,” 
Mina had said. 'T’ve got to get rea(ly. 
You’ve iiothing else to do.” 

That was what rankled. Youve nothing 
else to do. 

Susan leaned back in the old-fashioned 
rocker, stretched her feet on the stool 
in front of her and inhaled deeplv from 
her cigarette. She was rather |iieasantly 
undecided whether to bathe at once or 
to finish the cigarette. 

From the druwing room Susan could 
hear voices—firsl a lively exchange, then 
a nervous, шеггу laiigh from Mina. 

S usan was tenipted to listen at tlie 
door. as she had done as a child. 
She didn’t. Wliat eould Mina and 
her charity friend be saying that was 
worth listening to? Besides. it was too 
hot for her to care. She decided insleail 
to take that bath. 

She soaked and lounged and laid lier 
head against the cool porcelain and let 
the water rest under lier chin. as if she 
were floating. 

At last. stepping out of the tub. .she 
stretched herself langiiidly. and let the 
breeze from ihe fan blow on her. She 
flicked the t()wel across her shoiilders 
(it’s cooler if you don’t (1гу yourself 
completelv. she reminded herself) and 
crossed the room to get a cigarette, trail- 
ing little gleaming pools of footprints 
as she walke(l. 

The box of Benson and Hedges on the 
table was emptv. She stood fingering it, 
flipping ihe goldeii grains of tobaeco tlial 
lay in it. wondering where else lo look 
but kn()wing it was iiseless. She reniem- 
bered she herself had smoked the last 
cigaretle before her bath. Mina had hers 
with her. 

The disappointment unpoised her; thc 
delicious moment was spoiled. The niood 
of meanness and petulance was back. It 
was not a queslion n()w of wanling a 
cigarette; she simj)Iy had to have one. 
The resentments against Mina swelled 
and clamored. Mina in the living room 
with a young man {and cigaretles). 
Mina the do-gooder. the prissy. who 
woul(ln’t know what to do with a man 
w'hen she had him. even a blind one. 

From the drawing room again came a 
burst of gay laughter. Susan quickly 
shut off the electric fan. Shc had never 
heard Mina laugh like ihal. She went 
to the doorway (she caiight herself 
tiptoeing and smiled) ; she opened the 
door a crack. She opened the door wi(ler. 
then wider. It was quiet in the drawing 
room. What was going on? Susan’s face 
was flooded with sudden misehief. She 


would find out what was going on. She 
would fix Mina. 

She walked straightway down the hall, 
her head high, her face hubhling. She 
was trailing the towel in her hand. When 
she reached the drawing room, she tossed 
the towel on the vestibule table. “То hell 
with you,” she said to it. “Не can’t see 
anyway.” She walked in. 

She took a bold step and stopped. She 
did not know why she had stopped ог 
what had stopped her. It was as if she 
had walked into a glass wall. She was 
dimly aware of two seated figures, their 
faces turned toward her (Mina would 
choose that stiff settee, Susan thought 
derisively). She could not make them 
out clearly; for some silly reason they 
reminded her of dressmaker’s forms, bolt 
upright and riveted. But she knew them 
to be alive; without really seeing them 
she had, as it were, got their scent. Then, 
like a doe .at the bend of the road, she 
turned and bolted. 

An hour later she was trying to explain 
the sensation to her tight-lipped sister. 
“Honestly, Mina,” she said, half-giggling, 
half-bewildered, “I don’t know what hit 
me. I couldn’t move a step forward. It 
was as if, all of a sudden, he wasn’t 
blind. As if, by some miracle, he was 
able to see, and there I was.” She gave 
a slight shudder. “It was like a night- 
mare. As if he wasn’t blind at all.” 

Mina’s reply came slowly, ground out 
through clenched teeth. “Не wasn’t 
blind,” she said. “It was someone else.” 

W hen Doris came tumbling in from 
supper to say good night, her 
mother, as usual, offered to tell 
her a fairy story. 

‘Т don’t want no fairy story,” said 
Doris in her one-track way (she used 
bad grammar for emphasis). “You didn’t 
finish yet how you and Daddy met.” 
Susan smiled sweetly. “Oh yes I did.” 
“Oh no you didn’t. You said Aunt Mina 
had a caller that day—a blind man.” 

“Well. that’s all. I went into the draw- 
ing room to get my cigarettes, and there 
was your father.” 

“But Daddy isn’t blind.” 

Susan finished pulling her dress over 
her head and proceeded to button it. 

Finally, she said, “The blind man 
couldri’t come that day. So he asked a 
friend, a very handsome friend, to come 
and fetch the book for him.” 

“So you married him?” said Doris. 
“Not right away, of course.” 

“But why did he таггу you and not 
Aunt Mina? After all he was calling on 
her.” 

“That’s true,” said Susan. “But ге- 
member it was the blind one that Aunt 
Mina cared for.” Then, lowering her eyes 
modestly, she added, “Anyway. I guess 
he liked my looks.” The End 
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"Fear and doubt take up a lot of room,” he 
told her. ”No wonder you feel empty no^.” 





They were strangers on a plane, but with a sudden, 
niysterious intimacy he knew her whole soul-knew that he 
must help her go on and resolve the enigma of her life 

BY NANCY CAMP ILLUSTRATED BY PHIL DORMONT 


M ark Allen was the last person to 
board the plane; he saw at once 
that there were only aisle seats 
left and after a lightning scrutiny of the 
passengers, he sat down deliberately, 
amidships, next to a woman. One glance 
at her face had told him that she would 
be reserved and possibly, with luck. to- 
tally silent during the entire trip. Ву her 
slight motion of withdrawal when he took 
the seat next to her he gue.ssed that she 
was the sort of blessedly old-fashioned 
woman who didn't talk to strangers. Not 
for an instant did he doubt his judgment 
of the matter. At forty, after many high- 
ly successful years in a special field of 
engineering, he had a faith in himself 
that was grounded on a solid and re- 
warding ex|)erience of the world. and a 
modest but thorough knowledge of his 
own exceptional and di.sciplined abilities. 

The plane laxied down tlie field, 
turned, and let its engines roar; then, 
with a powerful grinding acceleration it 
liegan to move down the runway, gather- 
ing speed. faster, harder. until, with the 
gentlest lift, it was airborne. 

Mark wa.s surpri.sed to hear a little 
explosion of sound, more like a gasp than 
a sigh. from the woman next to him. 

With a smile, he turned and looked 
at her. 

She was leaning forward in her seat, 
her hantis clasped against the .seat belt, 
looking out across the dazzling silver ех- 
panse of the wing. Her attitude was one 
of eager excitpment. and for some rea- 
son, he was intrigued. She was not really 
young—ahout thirty-five. he’d guess—and 
so he aecounted for her na'ive reaction 
to the take-off in another way. 

“Your first flight?” he murmured, 
amu.sed at himself for breaking his strict 
travel rule of never starting a conversa- 
tion that could only be superficial. 


“Yes,” she answered. without looking 
around. “Yes.” And, as though to her- 
self, she went on talking in a soft voice. 
“1 had no idea it would be like this. 
Why, it’s like mounting the sky on 
Pegasus—it’s wonderful. I haven’t felt 
like this since I was a child.” 

Не noticed that, unlike most passen- 
gers, she looked into the sky rather than 
down at the ground, and this intrigued 
him further. 

“Did you Иу when you were very 
young?” he asked. 

“Oh. no. But I rode a lot. It was like 
this—sometimes. When I was sixteen I 
had a horse named Вох —I don’t know 
why, he wasn’t square—” an incongru- 
ous look of luimor sparked the gravity 
of her eyes—“and I used to get him in 
a dead run on a stretch of sand road— 
paeked sand. not soft. When he changed 
gaits from a canter to a gallop. it was 
like leaving the groiind and moving on 
air. Like what we did just now. in this 
plane. It’s exciting—like bursting out of 
time . . . into space . . .” Her voice 
drifted. her eyes were bemused. 

“And eternity?” Mark continued for 
her. 

She swung around to him, in some 
wonder. and looked directly into his face 
for the first time. 

S he saw a man with dark searching 
eyes. speculative, but not reveal- 
ing. The heavy brows. the high 
forehead, the well-groomed, thick black 
hair. the lean even shape of his face 
made him seem. at first glance. just a 
handsome man. but a happy discrepancy 
of feature gave him individuality; the 
big nose wasn’t straight. the bottom lip 
curved too deeply, and the high cheek- 
bones were oddly disturbing. Не looks, 
Alice Hobart tbought, like a Black Irish 


Indian. She sensed that he was an un- 
usual man. a man with personal power 
and worldly authority. and she wondered 
why he was talking to her. She did not 
consider herself very attractive. 

M ark couldn’t decide about her, and 
that was why he continued to talk 
to her. Не coiild not even decide 
if she was pretty. Her hair. under the 
not-quite-smart hat, was light brown and 
softly confu.sed, not eurly and not 
straiglit. Her eyes were large and wide 
apart, the color not fixed—hazel. amber. 
topaz?—with little flecks of gold. They 
were speaking eyes; already they had 
told eagerness. and a kind of hunger. 
gravity, humor. nostalgia. Не saw sad- 
ness back of them. he was sure, and there 
was weariness beneath them in a dust- 
ing of shadow that wa.s tliere to stay. She 
had a small fine no.se. a mobile mouth 
held firni. and a delicate chin. No. he 
decided, she wasn’t pretty. But she had 
something else. What it was eluded him. 
and he continued to stare at her, almost 
rudely. 

Instead of turning away from his 
scrutiny she stayed facing him and 
smiled. as thoiigh to encourage and help 
him—a .smile at once iinderstanding and 
patient and quite unself-conscious. Then 
he knew what she had—it was charm. 
Simple. potent charm. as winning as sun- 
shine and flowers and music. Не was 
astonished by his discover.y. Ие was used 
to smart women. brilliant women. beau- 
tiful and glamoroiis. and he knew how 
to treat them. But this woman wa.s a 
mystery—pale. rather worn. open, eager. 
baffling. and delightful. 

Не threw away his rule book of travel. 
“Мау I introduce my.self? Му name is 
Mark Allen. I’ve been soutb on busine.ss. 
and I’m on my way back to New York.” 
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Slie said. rather formally, “Гт Alice 
Hobart. And Гт on my way to my 
daughter’s wedding in Charlotte.” 
“Charlotte is your home then?” 

“No.” She seemed hesitant. “No.” she 
repeated. And then she explained. “Му 
daughter has been living with her father 
and his parents for the last few years; 
all of her friends are there. Her grand- 
parents have a hig house. and are giving 
her a big wedding. I couldn’t do that.” 

“I see. How old is your daughler? You 
seem young to have a daughter old 
enough to таггу.” 

S he bowed her head and said, “Thank 
you.” Then she smiled and he real- 
ized that it was a special smile. a 
mother’s smile. and that for sweetness 
and purity of јоу. no other smile on 
earth could touch it. So she loved her 
(laughter very much. he thought, watch- 
ing that smile. 

“She’s only eighteen. and not ži very 
grown-up eighteen. But she’s mairying 
a wonderful boy. They came down for 
two days at Easter and I met him then. 
He’s from St. Louis. I’m glad he’s not 
a Southerner—we Southerners get so in- 
volved.” .She looked amused and wistful 
on that. “He’s finished college. and his 
niilitary service. and he has a good job. 
He’ll take care of Jane.” 

“She must have just finished -school.” 
“Yes. Boarding school in Virginia. She 
gradualed a week ago. I couldn’t come 
for hoth the graduation and the wedding, 
so of course I chose the wedding.” 

Mark smiled at her gravely and there 
was some humor and a question in his 
nexl words. 

“One week—hetween school and mar- 
riage—lo see the world?” 

She answered quickly. without think- 
ing. revealing her.self entirely. 

“I didn’t want her to see the world. I 
wanted her to be safe.” She reached into 
her handbag with a sure purpo.se and 
hrought out a small leather folder. “Look. 
You’ll see why.” 

She handed him the picture and he 
looked at the young girl with the soft 
angelic face, the vulnerable eyes and 
tender chin, the air of pure innocence. 
This face was an untried version of her 
own and he looked from it to hers. seeing 
again and more markedly, even painfully, 
ihe shadows beneath her eyes. the .shad- 
ow.s in them that he knew now for an 
old sorrow. 

Не handed back the folder. 

“Yes.” he said slowly. “I see why.” But 
then he smiled, a bit skeptically. inviting 
her to common sense. “But you can’t save 
her from living. can уоч? And yoii 
shouldn’t try. Perhaps you’re not trying 
to do that; perhaps you agree with me 
that marriage is by far the most diffi- 
cult state in the world to maintain with 
grace and good humor.” 
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She looked at him as though he, too, 
was a discovery for her. Her eyes widened. 

“Oh, you’re right! I didn’t succeed at 
it—but Jane will. Jane has better judg- 
ment than I had. She isn't wild, as I was.” 

Mark laughed out loud then and sev- 
eral heads turned to stare and turned 
away again. 

“You—wild?” he asked, keeping the 
amazeuient soft in his voice. ‘Т can’t be- 

“Oh, but I was. ‘A damned wild young 
ass’ was what my grandfather called 
me. You see, I ran away and married, 
and then I ran away from my husband 
and came home with the baby.” 

She gave him a smile of bewildering 
radiance when she said this and he could 
not fathom why unless she was thinking 
of the baby. But it was her grandfather 
she was remembering. 

“Му grandfather was a wonderful man 
—absolutely consistent. Не never changed 
his opinion about anything and that’s 
what made him a fine lawyer. Не loved 
me—and he took care of us—but I re- 
mained ‘a damned wild young ass’ to him 
until the day he died.” 

“And then?” 

She did not answer him directly. In- 
stead. she asked. “Do you ever tend to 
be what people think you are. sort of to 
please them or to agree with them? You 
prohabIy don’t—you look like a very 
strong character—but I do. Anyway. for 
the ten years we were living with Grand- 
father I behaved the way he ex|)ected me 
to. We lived in a nice old house in our 
small town—Grandfather was very much 
looked up to in the community—and I 
led the iclle empty-hea(led life of a lot of 
•sheltered Southern women. When he died 
I was every bit as much of an ass as he 
thought me—not wild апу more. or even 
young—but an ass.” She gave a soft 
abrupt chuckle on that. “When the 
smoke cleared, after the funeral. there 
was hardly апу топеу left. Grandfather 
was a good lawyer but a poor business- 
man. I had to begin to earn my own living 
—and Jane’s—and I was about as well 
equipped to do it as the miller’s daugh- 
ter was to spin gold.” 

Не smiled. 

“And you had no Rumpelstiltskin.” 

то. But I had the logical ехре- 
^ dient of all untrained gentle- 
-L X women: the local emporium. And 
do you know. in our town. it’s actually 
called ‘The Emporium’? I worked in no- 
tions for four years but for the past four 
I’ve been in lingerie and—” She caught 
herself. glanced at him. and blushed. 
“And lingerie.” she repeated lamely. 

Good Lord, Mark thought with grim 
reckoning. eight years in a place like 
that. working day after day for a salary 
that was probably Ђаге1у enough to keep 
them just this siile of poverty! Не stared 


at the woman next to him and wondered 
that she did not have darker circles be- 
neath her eyes. 

“1 know what you’re thinking.” she 
said. “But don't forget. ‘The fault. dear 
Brutus. is not in our stars. but in our- 
selves.’ I didn’t have to leave iny hus- 
band. 1 could have had a lovely home in 
Charlotte.” 

Не could not help himself; he asked 
with a brutal frankness. “Why did you 
leave your husband?” 

And now he saw a look in her eyes 
that he had not seen before. a look ihat 
reared up in them. combative and bril- 

‘‘Because he had a dirty mind.” she re- 
plied evenly. 

Не almost laughed. “Most men have. 
What do you mean by that?” 

As suddenly as it had come the look 
in her еуе.ч slipped away. She .seemed 
suddenly very tired. almost bored. 

“What’s the use of explaining? It’s 
never made sense to anybody but me.” 
She gave him a brief smile. “Anyway. 
I’ve no business talking to you like this 
—and you’ve no husiness egging me on.” 

She turned from him and looked out 
over the silver wing of the plane. They 
were passing throiigh drifting layers of 
white mist . . . And now they were rising 
above them. 

“Pegasus is climbing the clouds.” she 
said pleasantly, looking out the window. 

M ark knew that she wanted to change 
the subject but be woul(l not; he 
was a inan of imrpose and his pur- 
pose now was a more thorough knowledge 
of this woman. There was something elu- 
sive about her simplicily. .something tan- 
talizing about her frankness. Не would 
never be content now until he knew her 
totally—not if it took him the rest of his 
life. With a sobering sense of shock he 
asked himself if he was going to be in 
love with her. 

Не continued their conversation as 
though no halt had been called. and he 
disarmed her by an admi.ssion of his own. 
“Most marriages don’t make sense to out- 
siders. I was married to a concert pian- 
ist; we had no settled home and for 
months at a time we were apart—but we 
were very happy. Nobody could under- 
stand that.” 

She looked curious but she hesitated to 
question him. 

“She was lost in a plane crash toward 
the end of the war—on a U.S.O. tour.” 

Alice looked. appalled. “How awful for 
you.” 

“Yes.” Не added nothing to that. Не 
saw that now she was defenseless and 
compassionate and he was not ashamed 
of himself for having gained admission 
to her heart in this manner. Не knew 
what he was doing and he thought that 
he was right to do it. 


The flight stevvard appeared beside 
tliem and offered them coffee. A £ew mo- 
ments later the individual trays with 
steaming cups o£ coffee were resting on 
small pillows on their laps. When they 
had slirred and sipped, Alice glanced 
over at him with laughter in her eyes. 

“It’s like having breakiast in bed!” 
she exclaimed, satire and gaiety in her 

‘Т£ I could manage it, I’d have a rose 
on your tray—and the moming paper.” 

« Tust the rose. I don’t read the pa- 
I pers. They’re all murder, rape and 
J annihilation.” She gave him a look 
o£ mischief. “And itlease don’t tell me that 
I can’t escape it by not reading about it 
—total destruction, that is. I prefer to 
have my head in the sand when the time 
comes. That makes me a moral coward.” 

Mark laughed aloud again, and again 
heads turned, but neither he nor Alice 
paid апу attention. 

“You are the most outrageously placid 
nioral coward I’ve ever seen—and that’s 
because you’re not one. You may be a 
‘damned wild young ass,’ but you’re not 
a coward.” 

She peered at him over the rim o£ her 
cup. 

“Bear me out.” he said abruptly. “Tell 
me why you left your husband.” 

She Iowered the cup to the tray and 
stared at him. 

“It isn’t idle cuiiosity that makes me 
ask. or a dirty mind. I like you. I want 
to know why you chose a hard life when 
you could have had an easy one.” 

After a moment, she answered him 
quite naturally. 

“Sometimes I think I’ve forgotten why 
. . . and then when I bring it back I 
know why. and I know I would do the 
same tliing again.” 

“Tell me,” he demanded. 

She took no exception to his tone o£ 
voice and answere(l evenly. “Му husband 
thought along lines I didn’t know about 
until we were married. Не believed that 
all men were crooks in a pinch and that 
fear, not virtue, made women behave. 
Given the right set-up, he used to say. апу 
woman could be had. And he didn’t ех- 
cept himself or me on either count. Не 
said he was a realist and that I was a 
silly fool with my head in the clouds.” 
She gave him an odd look, quizzical, 
somewhat questioning. “I think he was a 
combination o£ conceit and insecurity— 
perhaps other men are like that. Не was 
proud because I was innocent when he 
married me; but then, as though he him- 
self had ruined me, he lost confidence. 
Не began to think that I could be had 
too. It wasn’t jealousy. It was degrada- 
tion—for both of us.” 

The steward slopped by and collected 
theii* trays. Mark took out a package of 
cigarettes and his lighter. When they 


were both smoking, he said, “Go on.” 

She laughed softly, blowing smoke to- 
ward the roof o£ the cabin. 

“You’re expecting something dramatic, 
aren’t you? There wasn’t anything. I just 
left. I couldn’t go on living with a man 
who wasn’t quite sure 1 hadn’t slept with 
his best friend or his last golf partner.” 

“On what grounds did you get a di- 
vorce?” Mark asked. 

“Не got the divorce. Desertion.” 

The word sounded flat and ugly. She 
read his thoughts. “It was true.” 

“But your child,” Mark said gravely. 
“Do you think you had the right to do 
that?” 

“I didn’t think. Му baby was so young 
she was still a part o£ me—as much as 
апу other part o£ my body.” She smiled 
then. “You feel I was wrong, don’t you?” 

“I don’t know. You chose what seemed 
to you the lesser evil. I’m not a parent 
mysel£ so I’ve no right to judge.” 

She continued to smile, looking at him 
steadily. “No one has. But there’s a Di- 
vine Justice that does things £or us that 
we don’t have the strength to do £or our- 
selves. When the time came, Jane was 
separated from me, and the things I had 
deprived her o£ were given back to her.” 

“When she went to live with her fa- 
ther?” 

Alice nodded. 

“It didn’t happen all at once. Her fa- 
ther watched and waited—whether with 
deliberate intention. I don’t know. When 
Grandfather died and I had to go to 
work. it was hard on Jane. After school 
hours. she was alone in a tiny. unattrac- 
tive house until I came in at six—and 


when I came in I was dog tired. I was 
unattraclive too. She had made occa- 
sional short visits to Charlotte and soon 
she began to go oftener and stay longer. 
It’s natural for girls to love pretty things. 
Ву contrast to the drab, penny-pinching 
iife with me, life in Charlotte began to 
seem very nice. I never blamed her for 
finding that out, Гт glad to say.” 

“But it hurt you,” Mark said, watching 
her. 

She did not meet his eyes but blew 
more smoke toward the ventilator in the 
ceiling. 

“It hurt us both. She loved me.” Then 
she looked at him. “She used to сгу every 
time she left me becau.se she was glad to 
go and hated being glad. I couldn’t see 
her torn like that. So she stayed there. 
She was much happier then, and I was. 

“But lonely.” 

«< Tonely?” She said the word as though 

I it wa.s absiird and irrelevant. “I 

Ji_ J walked around with a great black 

hole in my middle for уеаг.в —” The out- 
landish gleam of humor was suddenly in 
her eyes again. “I filled it gradually, 
with ribbons and buttons and yard goods 
and notions of all sorts.” 

“But no other man?” Mark asked her 

“No other man,” she replied without 
апу emphasis. 

The loudspeaker announced a stop of 
fifteen minutes in Charleston and when 
the plane landed they got out to stretch 
their legs. Coming down to earth from 
the strange intimacy o£ flying through 





space together. they were silent. They 
slrolled towarcl the airport terminal, 
acutely aware of one another as strangers 
in an earthbound dimension. 

Mark oriented himself more quickly 
than Alice, and found himself as inter- 
ested in her on the ground as he had 
been in the air. Не observed her figure 
cautiously. It was a good figure, and 
there was elegance in her carriage—fine 
bred, effortless—and something else: a 
subtle weariness, a vague air of defeat. 
Не thought, She’s like a race horse that 
doesn’t race апу more. This disturbed 
him and made him fearful for her. 

“How do you feel about seeing all 
these people again,” he asked lier sud- 
denly, “on their own slamping ground?” 

“I’m afraid of them,” she said. 

“Why?” 

“llecause they can hurt me. Because 
they can make me feel a fool and a fail- 
ure—a fool of a person, a failure as a 
mother.” 

The naked avowal of her self-doubt 
staggered him for an instant; and then 
he accepted the responsibility of having 
heard and understood it. 

“What makes a mother successful?” 

“Her child’s love for her—and trust.” 

“Well, do you have those?” 

They were back at the plane, waiting 
to board it. She gave him a direct, un- 
happy look. 

‘Т don’t know. We’ve been apart so 
much. But I’ve never stopped being a 
mother to her—not for a minute. I don’t 
know if she knows that. I want her to 
know it. Surely it’s the one beautiful 
blessing that every creature on earth is 
entitled to—the knowledge of a molher’s 
love.” 

She mounted the steps of the plane 
ahead of him. Не watched the way she 
moved and was reminded again of a race 
horse, highly bred. attenuated to the 
point of extreme delicacy—a delicacy 
that must. in a winner. conceal sinews of 
iron and a heart that refuses defeat. 

Не followed her to their seat.s. feeling 
depressed and baffled. Не did not know 
whether or not she was a winner. and he 
wanted her to be.—but he did not know 
how to help her be one in the ordeal 
ahead of her. 

W hen the plane had gained altitude 
and, they had loosened their seat 
helts. thev began to talk. by 
tacit consent. of other things. Не was 
widely traveled and she was interested in 
all he told her. The time passed quickly. 
When the steward brought their lunch, 
Mark realized with a .shock of dismay 
that in an hoiir she would be leaving the 
plane. And he had said nothing of im- 
portance to her, nothing lasting, nothing 
helpful. 

Не knew that she was going to meet a 
crisis in her life and that victory or de- 
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feat lay wilhin the province of her own 
soul. She alone would know whether she 
emerged a fool or a failure, or a woman 
free of fear, a mother loved and trusted. 
Не wanted, with all of his might, to in- 
vest this woman with some of his own 
hard courage, but he could not. Не could 
not even speak of it. Although he knew 
her very soul he did not know her well 
enough to speak; he was wary of fright- 
ening her. Не could see the eagerness 
and the tension building in her as she 
neared her destination. And the lerrible 
vulnerability. It will kill her, he thought, 
if she gets hurt. 

She was looking down at the earth 
now, for they were coming in for the 
landing, and already, foolishly, she was 
straining her eyes for a familiar figure. 

O h, Lord. Mark thought, in despera- 
tion. why does a man love a woman 
—for the qualities that .she has or 
for the ones that she doesn’t have? If he 
could have, he would have broken 
through the barriers that custom raised 
between them and taken this woman in 
his arms and hidden her face against 
him and kept her and himself from ever 
finding out what she really was. But he 
could not; and in the end he had to 
watch her collect her things and get up 
and go. 

Не foIlowed her out of the plane and 
then stopped and held out his hand. 

“Г11 say goodbye here. She’s meeting 
you. isn’t she?” 

“Yes. Yes.” She gave him her hand 
but already her eyes were darting toward 
the group of people on the ramp. 

Не noticed. with a thud of his heart, 
that her hair was more confused than 
ever and that her hat was crooked. But 
her eyes were beautiful with love held 
in readiness. 

Не could not stop himself. Не said, 
“Alice—don’t let them hurt you.” 

“You are very kind.” she said. 

“I’m more than kind.” he said brusque- 
ly and could say no more. 

“Yes,” she replied. “You are great.” 
She squeezed his hand tight, once, and 
turning left him. 

Some distance behind, he followed. Не 
knew that she would not look back. When 
she had nearly reached the steel fence 
that separated the field from the lerminal 
area, he saw a figure with trim fleet lines 
like her own break out of the crowd gath- 
ered there. Не saw Alice stop and open 
her arms and he saw the golden-haired 
girl go into them. Не saw her arms close 
fiercely about that young form and he 
thought. with a wrench in his heart. She 
will never love апуопе else that much. 
Everything she cares about is there, in 
her arms. and she is going to lose it. 

Не watched them walk away together 
and he wished. painfully. that his heart 
could leave his body and march on two 


legs behind them and be invisible and 
follow them wherever they went . . . and 
know . . . and know . . . 

T hey went straight to the hotel. When 
they reached the room that had been 
reserved for her. Alice saw a suit- 
case already ihere. o|)en, and toilet ar- 
ticles on the dresser. and what could only 
be a we(lding gown billowing out of the 
closel. She turned to .lane. bewildered, 
and Jane laughed delightedly. 

“I wanted to spend the night with you. 
Mama. And I wanied you to hclp me get 
dressed tomorrow. Окау? Daddy and 
Gran Ihink I’m crazy. but I don’t care. 
Gran says it isn’t .seemly for me to put 
on my wedding dress in a hotel.” 

Alice sat down suddenly on the desk 
chair. Her throat closed ui) and the tears 
popped out of her eyes. She tried to wipe 
them away but Jane .saw them and came 
over and hugged her and said. “Gosh, 
Mama—I’m glad you’re here.” She drew 
back then. looking a liltle worried. “You 
won’t mind, will you, seeing everybody 
again?” 

Alice took a deep breath and looked 
her daughter straight in the eyes. 

“No. (larling. I dnubt if I will see them 
— ^геаПу. Г11 1)е seeing you—and Tom— 
that’s all. And уои mustn’t worry. We’ll 
all be very polite. And what they think 
doesn’t make апу difference to me, Jane. 
It’s what you think that counls.” 

Jane laughed a laiigh of pure happi- 
ness. “I think уоц’ге my Mama. and the 
only one I’ve got. and I want to be with 
yoii every minule until Т gel married.” 

She stood in the middle of thc room so 
buoyed up by јоу ihat she seemed to 
stand on tiptoe with her golden hair 
flying. 

“Oh, Mama. Tom is so ^onderfiil. Ile 
doesn’t want апу stag dinner—of course 
he doesn’t know many people here—but 
he wants us to have supper. just the three 
of us. tonight. Не says vou’re the nicest 
person he’s met and he’s awfully glad 
you’re my mother. Не says he wants you 
to come live with us in your old age.” 

Alice burst ont laughing. but she could 
have cried as easily. She rose and 
stretched a hand to .Tane. 

“Апу minute now. lamb.” 

.Tane laughed too then. 

Their understanding wns complete: all 
ihe things that Alice had thought they 
would talk about they never talked about 
at all. They didji’t have to. The love that 
drew them together and held them would 
do so forever; it had been horn in the 
cradle and nurtured throngh hundreds 
of baby bottles and bowls of cereal. hnn- 
dreds of rockings and high threadv songs, 
through the first pains and fears of child- 
hood. the first sweet comforts and loving 
hugs. Nothing could ever change that. 
and not realizing it was the only thing 
that had ever made her a fool. Alice knew 



Jane and Tom wanted to drive her to 
tlie hotel but slie vvouldn’t let them. The 
gaiety of their farevvells. the exul)erant 
hugs and kisses staved vvith Alice on the 
ride back to the hotel. staved vvith her 
iint:i she reached the airport. Tliere. tlic 

ihan she had ever been in her life. .She 
ihought of Mondav. at The Emporium— 
and of all the other Mondays that would 
be her life from now on. as they had 
been. for so long. up to now. 
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ice. and she walked out 
onto the ramp with a calm face. 

.She was leaning against the steel fence. 
at some distance from the waiting crowd. 
w'hen Mark Allen came up and stood be- 
side her. 

“Well. how are you feeling now?” he 
asked. in his forthright way. as though 
they had parted only a few minutes ago. 

She was surprised to see him. but she 
took her tone from his. sublimating the 



Не leaned beside her and they looked 


across ihe runway to where the big plane 
waited. 

"Fear and doubl take up a lot of room. 
No wonder you feel empty.” 

The golden flecks hi her eyes picked up 
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Suddenly he knew he loved his ex-wife 
still—and hated the man who had stolen 
her from him. Не hated him so much 
that it was unthinkable he could 
do to them what he was about to do 


BY ELLIOT WEST 

H sad of the Paris office of Ambay, 
one of the world’s largest oil in- 
terests, Lockwood was not easily 
moved by pestilence, famine, or death. 
But the death of Eugene Stengler was a 
shock to him because he could not feel 
entirely free of responsibility in the mat- 
ter. On his desk was a сору of Paris-Soir 
with a half-column story concerning 
Eugene’s murder in a compartment of the 
Paris-Le Havre train the previous day; 
Lockwood had been instrumental in 
placing him aboard that train. 

Never taking his eyes off the newspaper 
])hoto of Eugene except to dial. he tele- 
phoned the number Major Dembrow had 
instructed him to use during their first 
meeting. It was not a SHAPE exchange 
as far as Lockwood knew. “Major Dem- 
brow.’’ he said in a dry voice. 

A female secretary on the other end 
asked him to wait just one moment and 
almost immediately the easy. familiar, 
and unexpectedly cultivated voice came 
through. “Hello. Mr. Lockwood,’’ it said. 

“How did you know who it was? I 
didn’t give my name,’’ Lockwood said. 





































“You’re the only one in Paris who has 
this number,” was the reply. “And I was 
expecting you to call.” 

“Then you know what’s on my mind,” 
Lockwood said in a steely tone. “How did 
Stengler get away from you people?” 

“Calm yourself,” the calm military 
voice on the other end said. “His friends 
got to him first.” 

Lockwood’s grip on the phone receiver 
tightened and his hand grew damp as he 
listened. Не could almost see the cold, 
strong, faintly aristocratic face and the 
tall. slender hut powerful form of Мајог 
Dembrow. Не had that air of someone 
accustomed to privilege, the tranguil 
bearing of old wealth. which Lockwood 
had so often encountered in his own back- 
ground, and he recalled the battle he had 
waged against this seemingly imperturb- 
able and persuasive man. the battle 
which he had finally lost. 

“If you fellows аге so good. how did 
you let it happen? You were supposed 
to keep him under surveillance.” 

“This is not for a phone conversation, 
Мг. Lockwood. Г11 contact you as soon 


as my restrictions are lifted by SHAPE 

“Моге security, I take it. A fat lot < 
good all that hocus-pocus did Eugei 
Stengler.” 

“Until then,” Major Dembrow conti 
ued, ‘Т suggest you go about life in 
normal, everyday fashion, and initiate 
further calls to this number. Is that clea 
Mr. Lockwood?” 

“Perfectly.” 

“Good. Goodbye.” 

Lockwood. cut adrift, put the receiv( 
slowly back in its cradle on his desk. 
stared thoughtfully into space. As 
bomber pilot during the war he had 
responsible as a matter of course 
many deaths. and he tried to use this 
as a sop to his not-quite-clear conscienc 
Was he апу more to blame for Eugen 
after all. than for the people killed in tl 
air raids in which he had 
But this reasoning seemed t( 
its objective. After a moment. he gre 
indignant and finally was plunged inl 
gloom. 

Не looked at the Paris-Soir, his 
tion riveted on the arrogant face of tl 


“Do you hate me?" she asked. “No," he answered coldly. 















man who two years before had taken his 
wife from him. 

Clare Lockwood Stengler was her name 
now, and eventually he would have to 
answer to her. As he looked down on 
the Boulevard Haussmann. bustling with 
activitv even in the rain which had been 
falling since early that morning. he dread- 
ed seeing her again. fearing the icy 
beauty that made him think of the figure- 
head on the pro^ of a Viking ship. Не 
recalled that moment a few days before 
when Clare had asked him to help Eu- 
gene. 

It had been a day like the present one; 
Paris in late spring was as unpredictable 
as fate itself. its changes of mood as 
ahrupt and unexpected as Clare's арреаг- 
ance on the street near the Gare de Lyon. 

had no idea you were in Paris,” he 

I had said fatuously. hard pressed to 
J- maintain his equilibrium. “Here. 
Let’s go into the station cafe.” There..was 
something new in her manner. something 
uneasv. The rain was falling like a heavy 
vapor on the chance meeting; Clare said. 
“Hello. Peter,” as though she had ех- 
pected to run into him this way. 

“What are you and Eiigene doing in 
Paris?" he said. once they were seated 
in the cafe. “Не is with you. I suppose.” 

“Yes.” she answered. “Не has a job. 
Or did have one.” 

“Fired. was he?” Lockwood wanted to 
throw her off guard; she was an adver- 
sary whose strength he could not estimate 
at the moment. 

“Why did you stop when you saw me, 
Peter?” she asked. “Why didn’t you pre- 
tend you hadn’t seen me at all and keep 
right on?” 

“Г<1 have no rea.son to do that. Clare.” 

“You were curious. that was why.” she 
told him. “Curious about me, about how 
it has all come out.” 

“Yes. I suppose I was.” he admitted. 

“Do you still hate me?” 

“Of course not. I never did.” 

“Yes. of course. What could I have 
heen thinking of?” 

Lockwood di<ln’t know quite what to 
make of her retort. ‘Т never dreamed 
you were interested in whether I did or 
not.” he said. “How have things come 
out. by the way?” 

“Well enough.” she answered. 

The cuff of her <‘nat sleeve was just 
slightly frayed! a feeling of pity mingled 
with satisfaction came over Lockwood. “I 
hope that means everything is fine.” he 

“Nothing is fine all the way through, 
Peter.” she said with a faint smile. 

“fsn’t it?” 

The waiter brought their cafe filtre 
and departed. Then Clare said .«uddenly. 
“T’ve heen thinking ahout you all day.” 

Her .strength appeared to ebh. and she 
grew pale; she sipped her coffee as 
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though to fortify herself against an icy 
wind. “You see, I had been planning to 
call on you, Peter,” she said. “Running 
into you saved me the trouble.” 

“Was it to have been trouble?” he 
asked, watching her carefully. 

“Eugene was writing a travel book for 
a small publisher in New York,” she 
saitl. “That’s how we happen to be in 
Europe.” 

“Di<l he ever finish it?” 

“Не never started it,” she said without 
bitterness. “We were given an advance 
of fifteen hundred dollars which quickly 

“Fifteen hundred dollars can.” 

“You can’t expect to be right all the 
time. Peter.” she said indulgently. “Or 
strong. People run out of gas.” 

“But that’s not what you were coming 
to tell me. is it. Clare? An old, -secret 
plague was beginning to spread; he must 
put it down before she found out about 
it. 

“No.” She paused. “Г11 put it as simply 
as I can,” she said. “We’re broke and 
we have to get back to the States.” 

“How much do you need?” he said 
without hesitating. 

“It’s more than that.” she went on. 
“It’s impossible to book passage for the 
next two months because of the tourists.” 

“Well. that’s not too far off. Воок a 
sailing for whenever you can and Г11 
take care of it.” he said. 

“No.” she said tensely. “We need it 
immediately.” 

Не looked at her. “Why immediately?” 
he asked. 

“Because I think it’s best.” she an- 
swered peremptorily. “Nothing can be 
done without a contact. You have many 
of them. Peter; you can get us on a ship.” 

“I see.” 

“Will you?” she said in a quiet chal- 
lenging tone. the penetrating gray eyes 
riveted on his face. 

O utside the rain was falling more 
heavily; there was something oddly 
unreal about the day. about sit- 
ting there; a deep sense of dissatisfaction 
had engulfed Lockwood. “Where аге you 
staying?” he asked. 

She gave him the name of an unspec- 
tacular little hotel on the Rue Bonaparte. 
a far сгу from Eugene’s accustomed 
haunt.s. “You will do this. won’t you?” 
Clare said. as though it would have been 
unthinkably bad behavior on his part 
not to comply. 

“Where’s Eugene now?” Lockwood 
asked. 

“He’s at the hotel,” she said. “Не has 
a bad cold.” 

Lockwood was off his stride; she had 
calmly hung around his neck the respon- 
sibility of some shadowy trust that could 
manifest itself in onlv one way now. 
“All right, Clare,” he said before 


he knew that he was saying it. Every 
occasion when they had bcen togclher 
toward the end of five vears of marriage 
had been like this: unfinishcd. emi)ty, 
curiously painful. Their minds never 

“Thanks, Peter,” she said finally. 

B ut why, he wanted to say. do уои 
need immediate passafte back to 
the States so desperateh? Нс was 
not sure such a qucsti<)n woul<l havc been 
his prerogative; Lockw<><)<l was a raan 
very much concerned with prerogative. 

“Pcter. I must go n<)w." shc said after 
a moment. “Can I call уои t<)morr<)w?” 

“Well. I <lon’t kn<)w that I can arrange 
anything that soon.” he said wcakly. 

“Anything will do,” she said. “Even a 
cargo vessel.” 

Again the questi<)n was on the tip of 
his tongue. but all he said was. “Г11 try.” 

On the following day he mct Major 
Dembrow for the first time. At ten o’clock 
in the morning Clare phone)l. lcaving him 
even more mystified. Не had alrea<ly ar- 
ranged passage on a boat carrying pho.s- 
phate out of Le Havre. sehe<Iuled to sail 
for the Baltimore range агса tw<) <lays 
later. “You can pick up the ticket at 12 
Rue Bicnfaisance.” he told her. taking 
.some satisfaction in the fact that both 
she and Eugene were now in his debt. 

“I won’t be ablc to get thcrc. Pctcr.” 
she said. Something in her tonc told him 
she was lying. 

“Won’t he able to get thcrc?” 

“No.” .she went on. “You s<*c. there 
are some last minute things to straighten 
out. Our саг, for instancc: we’re .selling 
it. naturally. and there’s a lot of ге<1 tape 
attached to transference of the owner- 
ship papers.” 

“You have a buyer?” 

“Yes. So would you pick up the tickets 
for me. Peter. and bring them to thc ho- 
tel today?” 

This was too much. “Listcn, Clare.” he 
said firmly. “What the hell is going on 
here?” 

“Г11 be out in Billancourt most of the 
day.” she said in the tone one uses in 
speaking to someone who is stupid—a 
tone iced with impatience. quavering just 
a little. “I’m there right now. as a matter 
of fact. and the man I have to sce isn’t. 
I may have to wait for hours.” 

“You could leave and comc back later.” 
“I might miss him: I don’t want to 
take the chance.” 

“And tomorrow?” 

“It would all be so rushed. I . . .” 

“All right. all right. Ncver mind. Г11 
take care of it.” And thcn he all<)wcd 
himself one moment of opcn antagoni.sm. 
“As a matter of fact.” he said. “Г11 rather 
епјоу seeing Eugenc again.” 

Ву then she had rung off ап<1 he was 
not sure she had hear<l him say it. But it 
didn’t matter; there.is nothing that hurts 


as much as facing a benefactor one de- 
spises; and Eugene. Lockwood knew, 
would be bound to desj^ise bim uiider the 
circumslances. 

After leaving the shipping office on 
tbe Kue Hicnfaisance. he proceeded to 
tbe liotel on tlie Kue Bonaiiarte, a second- 
rate place. wbose earpet was worn down 
by oountless footstejis. Wliile he waited 
uneasily for Eugene lo answer bis knock, 
a woman dressed in a faded peignoir 
eame inlo ibe corridor from another 
tiiom and repaired to the cabinet. Lock- 
woo<l observed witb some distaste her 
greasN. eurlered hair and her slatternly 

Lockwood slood tliere. depressed by 
ihe surroundings. lle decided he would 
not make a weapon out of bis generosity. 
His taste for spile. be discovered. was a 
fleeting one. Ку now be would have 
slipjied tlie envelope under tbe door. but 
be had already knoeked. Ile knocked 
again and received no answer. 

Не tried tbe doorknoli; tbe door was 
not locked so be walked in. It was a room 
typical of tbe rest of tbe liuilding. and it 
vvas empty. Neitbcr Eugene nor Clare 

“Mr. .Stengler isn’t in.” Lockwood told 
the concierge after be bad descended to 
the lobliy. “Did you see bim leave?” 

“Not in?” ihe smallisb. sbarkskin-gray 
man repeated. Не piir.sed bis lip.s. “But 
he musl be. His кеу is not on tbe hook 
and 1 would bave seen bim go out in апу 
case. Ah. In tbe cnbinet.” 

“No. be’s not.” Lockwood said, remem- 
bering tbe woman who bad passed him 
in tbe corridor. 

“Tbat is strange,” the concierge said. 
“Mr. Stengler never goes out. Not even 
for his meals.” 

“You mean that he never leaves his 
room?” Lockwood asked. 

“Not in tbe daytime while I am here. 
Not balf an bour ago I lirought him his 
breakfast. Ah. l’erbaps be is asleep.” 

“No. I looked into his room.” 

“The door was unloeked? I am as- 
tounded. Не keejis it locked at all times.” 

L ockwood said nothing, and stood inde- 
cisively. “Tell me .somethina.” the 
J concierge said in confidential tones. 
“Tbis Mr. Stengler. be is a very nervous 
man. is he not?” 

“Yes. Wbere can I sit down and wait 
for a while?” 

Tbe concierge noilded toward tbe front 
of tbe tiny loliby. “In tbat room.” 

“Tbank yoii.” Lockwood moved toward 
it hesitantly. 

‘Т will tcll bim you are bere if I should 
.see bim.” the concierge said oIiligingly. 

“И Mrs. Stenglcr sbould come in, tell 
ber also. please.” 

“Mrs. Stengler?” 

“Ye.s.‘’ Lockvvood walked into the 
room. It looked like a rather unsuccessful 


fortunetelling parlor. Before he could 
ligbt a cigarette in tbe dismal surround- 
ings, be beard tbe concierge call, “But, 
monsieur, there is no Mrs. Stengler.” 

Lockwood came back to tbe desk. 
“Wbat did you say?” 

“Tbere is no Mrs. Stengler,” was the 
reply. "Only Mr. Stengler.” 

Lockwood stared at tbe man in amaze- 
menl. “No Mrs. Stengler?” 

“Tliere is no Mrs. Stengler here, mon- 
sieur. I assure you.” 

U tterly routed, Lockwood departed 
from the hotel without furtber dis- 
cussion. Не walked along toward 
the Boulevard St.-Germain. I need a 
drink, he thought to himself. 

When a tall. erect man wearing a 
black homburg approached him. Lock- 
wood was .sitling oiitside of the Deux 
Magots. the rain baving ceased. Tbe man 
introduced himself as Major Dembrow. 

“Tbe concierge in that hotel.” be said, 
“told you a .slraight story, Mr. Lock- 
wood.” 

“Ilow do you know about that?” Lock- 
wood said. both indignant and surprised. 

“Because I was bidden in the telephone 
booth near the desk and beard every- 
thing tbat was said.” the other replied. 

“What right have vou to sneak around 
and eavesdrop on oiber jieople’s conver- 
sations?” Lockwood said. 

“I’m G-2 liaison at SHAPE beadquar- 
ters.” he said. .showing Lockwood an 
identity card in tbe fold of his wallet. 
“That’s a jioor excuse.” 

The Major nodded. His bright hlue 
eyes were sel a little too close together. 
marring his olherwise symmetrical good 
looks. “Maybe.” he conceded. “Anyliow, 
would you like to know why Mrs. Steng- 
ler is living al the Stockholm Hotel and 
not down the street with her husband?” 
Major Dembrow сооИу lit a cigarette al- 
most after the fashion of a stage detec- 
tive. his eyes fociised on the flame. Snaji- 
ping the lighler shut. he said, “I can tell 
you if you’d like to hear.” 

“I’d appreciate your coming to the 
point.” Lockwood’s heart seemed to beat 
faster than usual. 

“All right. Mr. and Mrs. Stengler 
worked a rather interesting stratagem 
against us a few days back. They split 
up and went off in different directions.” 
“Why should they concern you?” 
“They just happen to; accept that 
much for the moment. Anyhow. we never 
lost Mrs. Stengler but Slengler himself 
managed to give us the slip. which was 
what they wanted. We stayed very close 
to her once she had checked into the 
Stockholm: she may not know who is 
following her biit she is obviously aware 
that someone is. Ncvertheless. she led us 
to you. It seemed just possible that vou 
might be serving as a go-between for 
some reason or other; that’s why you’ve 


been followed everywhere you’ve gone 
since ye.sterday.” 

“Thanks for kceping an еуе on me.” 

“We believe that Mrs. Stengler asked 
you to jierform some mission or other 
that she herself could not jierform with- 
out leading iis to Stengler. What was it?” 

“You‘re on the wrong .street. Major.” 
Lockwood said, though it all rang true. 
“Anyway. if you’re after Stengler. why 
didn’t you jiick him up while you had 
him in your sights?” 

“Let’s just say we wanted to see where 
he was going." 

“What do you ex|iect of me?” Lock- 
wood said. “I don’t know where Stengler 
is. WhaTs this all about, anyway? What 
has he done?” 

"Mrs. Slengler did ask you to see him. 
didn’t she?” 

“Why don’t you just hang around uiitil 
Stengler comes back?” L(ickwood sug- 
gested uncoojierativeK. 

“Because he’s not coming back.” the 
other said. “He had a window looking 
down on thc Kiie Bonajiarte: I checked. 
Не saw iis bolli. Не probably got oul 
over the roof.” 

“I ihink you liave the wrong man.” 

“Do you?” 

“Bul if l see him Г11 lell him you were 
asking aboiil him." 

“Don’t tell him. Mr. Lockwood; tell 
me.” 

“It’s not my affair under the circum- 
stances.” 

The major’s lean jaw musclcs flexed. 
“The nian’s a traitor. Mr. Lockwood. 
Does it become your affair in llial case?” 

Loclovood stared al Major Dembrow. 
observed tlie hard candor of the man’s 
eyes, the set. honest line of the mniith; 
he tried to conceal his consternation. 

Major Dembrow said. “What did Mrs. 
Slengler tell you?” 

Lockwood tiirned away from the other 
man’s searching gaze. "Nolhing ihat has 
апу bearing on апу of this.” he answered. 

“And you’re rcady to stand ог fall on 
your own judgment?” 

“Of cour.se not. but . . .” 

“But you won’t tell me what promjited 
your attempt to visit Stenglcr?” 

“Not wilhout knowing more than I do.” 

«<^"M~^he particulars shoiild have no bear- 
I iiig on voiir altitiide.” Major Dem- 

A brow said, hardening. “Either you 
disapjirove of treasoii or you doiTt.” 

“I disajiprove of treason.” Lockwoo(l 
said. “But only after it’s been defini'd for 

“Has it never been dcfined for уои?” 

“Мапу tinies. And each tinie il’s de- 
fined a little differently from the last. If 
you happened to be George the Third. the 
American cnlonists were trailors; if voii 
hapjiened to be an American colonist. 
Benedict Arnold was one.” 

Dembrow crushed oiit his cigarette. 
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‘•You disappoint me, Lockvvood. Your 
reputation is good, уоиг family back- 
ground is a fine one; you’re in a respon- 
sible position with Ambay Oil.’’ 

"I’d have to know what he’s alleged to 

■‘Security measures won’t permit that.” 
“Maybe the evidence against him is 
faked.” 

“Ву whom?” 

“How would I know? I’d have to hear 
the charges against him.” 

“Не once proved to be a wife stealer,” 
Dembrow said. “But by that time it was 
too late, wasn’t it?” 

T liere was silence. Dembrow may 
well have regretted such a remark. 
Lockwood signaled the waiter. “An- 
other, please,” he said; he was in a 
mood to behave like the dispiiited cuck- 
old. Ordinarily he confined his drinking 
to an occasional cocktail before dinner. 

Dembrow finally said. “I have an idea 
they’ll be calling on you again.” 

“Maybe,” Lockwood said, hating Dem- 
brow now. 

“Will you contact me if they do?” 

“I don’t think they will.” 

“There’s one thing I’m demanding of 
you whether you like it or not: silence. 
You’re to say nothing of this to апуопе. 
Is that understood?” Dembrow removed 
from his pocket a small calling card. 
“This is a private number where I can 
be reached. should you change your 
ideas. A C.Q. is on duty round the clock. 
You might also keep this number to your- 
self; .security, you know.” Не said this 
last somewhat mockingly. 

Lockwood watched Dembrow’s depar- 
ture. feeling rotten clear through. No mat- 
ter what the circumstances. he could not 
put апу man in the position of the hare; 
he could not turn the hounds. who were 
simply other men. toward the harried 
creature’s lair; not even if the hare hap- 
pened to be Eugene Stengler and the 
temptation to do so was powerful. 

At four o’clock that afternoon he sat 
in his office with the phone receiver to 
his ear and listened while she said, 
“Petor. do me one more favor.” She tried 
to make it all .sound casual. “I’m still 
stuck out here in Billancourt; otherwise 
I wouldn’t bother you with this— -Г^ do 
it m^.self. Eugene couldn’t be there today 
when you arrived and we’re both terribly 
sorry.” 

“Not at all.” Lockwood said with icy 
politeness; if she caught it, she pretended 
she hadn’t. 

“So will you just run the tickets over 
to the railroad station? Don’t go your.self: 
you can send someone.” 

“As a matter of fact.” Lockwood said, 
“why don’t I meet both of you some- 
place? We can all have dinner together, 
and I can give you the tickets then.” 
There was a long pause; Lockwood 


v/aited, momentarily gratified. Then he 
felt indecent about the whole thing. 

“Peter,” she said suddenly, in the de- 
cisive tone of one who has pondered long 
and is now forced to reveal something. 
‘•Peter. I have something to tell you.” 

“Oh?” 

“But not on the phone. Come to the 
Stockholm Hotel as soon as you like. I’m 
staying there; Г11 explain why when you 

“All right.” Lockwood said. “Г11 be 
there at six-thirty.” 

When he arrived at the Stockholm, 
which was situated near the Place de 
l’Ćtoile, there was no place to park on 
the Rue Vernet, a narrow street; he felt 
the eyes of the G-2 upon him as he drove 
by the hotel and turned back to the 
striped-awning world of the Champs- 
Elvsees. Lockwood maneuvered his Dela- 
haye into a vacant space among the cars 
on the sidewalk near a movie house. Не 
was somewhat self-conscious because he 
knew he was being watched as he walked 
back toward the Rue Vemet. 

“I’m not going away with Eugene, 
Peter,” Clare announced right away. She 
seemed worn and tired. “You see,” she 
went on, a smfle searing meagerly into 
one corner of her mouth, “there’s trou- 
ble.” 

"I gathered that,” he said quietly, 
faintly uncomfortable in the privacy of 
her room. 

“I haven’t seen Eugene in four days,” 
she began, sitting down. “Somebody is 
following me; I don’t know who or ех- 
actly why. I only know that Eugene is in 
danger. That’s why I wanted you to take 
care of the passage; I told you it was for 
both of us, but actually it’s for Eugene 
only. If I were to join Eugene before he 
got safely out of Europe, they’d follow 
me to him. Do you see?” 

“Why on earth would апуопе be hunt- 
ing Eugene? Have you asked yourself 
that?” 

MT’^ter,” she said. with some difficulty. 

|^“send the tickets to the Gare de 
Lyon. You can’t go personally; 
you’re being watched also.” 

“Oh?” 

“Eugene saw' someone following you 
from his window this morning. That's 
why he ran out before you could get to 
his room. Не told me about it on the 
phone.” 

“In that ease. why don’t we simply 
confront our followers. Clare? Ask them 
why they’re following us.” Не came to 
the point: “Or we could inform the po- 
lice.” 

In a subdued tone. she answered. “No. 
Eugene is in some kind of trouble. The 
police would onlv complicate matters.” 

Lockwood waited. and rather wearily 
Clare went on. “I don’t know what it is. 
Peter; that’s the truth, But it started in 


Berlin, when we were there a few months 
ago. The book Eugene was trying to 
write was a complete bust and he thought 
he’d failed me. 

“I tried to tell him it wasn’t true,” she 
continued, rising and walking to the win- 
dow. “It was all rather beside the point 
to be upset about finances.” She paused 
and then continued. “Anyhow. we sud- 
denly had топеу from nowhere; not a 
fortune by апу mean.s, but a good lump 
sum. Eugene said it was from his pub- 
lisher in New York, but I don't think he 
ever pxpected me to believe him. The 
next thing I knew we were suddenly run- 
ning. First to Vienna and then to Paris. 
Someone—evidently the source of the 
mysterious manna from heaven—was aft- 
er Eugene.” 

“Не said he had uncovered a black 
market operation, an oiitlet that was boot- 
legging restricted American materials to 
Communist countries. Whoever they were. 
they knew he had this information in his 
possession. They were the ones who were 
hunting us.” 

“Is that all?” 

“ I Л xcept that Eugene said that if we 
could get out of Europe alive. he 
^ would turn his inforniation over 
to the proper authorities and then sell the 
exclusive inside story to one of the mag- 
azines or news services in the States.” 

^ "But you say you’re not going with 

“Not now. It’s impossible.” 

“Do you believe all this, Clare?” 

“I don’t know.” 

“Му guess is you don’t believe a word 
of it. If you did. you’d have insisted that 
Eugene go to the nearest United States 
emba.ssy for sanctuary. Better than that. 
if it were true. Eugene himself would 
have done that without having to be told.” 

Staring down at the Rue Vernet. she 
said. “I don’t think апу of that is impor- 
tant now. All that matters is that Eugene 
get on that boat tomorrow and safely out 
to sea.” 

Lockwood said nothing. 

“If Eugene has done anything off color, 
he has done it for me.” 

Lockwood removed the envelopc from 
his pocket. “Here.” he said. “Thev can’t 
keep tabs on everybody in the hotel. Send 
for one of the chambermaids or a porter; 
someone will be glad to deliver this for 
a couple of hundred francs.” One simply 
did not seize an opportunity to hurt 
someone he didn’t like on just апу 
grounds at all: there was ahvavs the 
chance of having let personal animosity 
taint one’s sense of fair play. Clare and 
Eugene liad failed conspicuously. and 
this was enough. 

“I don’t suppose vou’re hungrv.” he 
said. picking up his coat. “but I am.” 
Не wantpd to get aw'ay by himself now. 

Slie followed him to the door. “If you 
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had refused to do this.” she admitted sin- 
cerely, “I would have understood.” 

“Nonsense,” he said almost pompously. 
“Му attitude is that if Eugene has some- 
thing coming to him, someone else can 
give it to him.” Не knew he sounded sour 
but at least he was done with it. 

When he got outside the hotel there 
wasn’t a person on the street. His trailers 
might be expert, hut they were not expert 
enough to blend into a blank wall or be- 
come part of the misty rainfall. Не was 
alone. They would pick him up again 
when he returned to his car. Lockwood 
stopped dead in his tracks. The idea of 
eluding them was very appealing. It was 
simply a matter of not returning to the 
Champs-£lysees where his car was 
parked. Не stood perfectly still in the 
darkened street and pondered for a mo- 
ment or two. Then he walked ofl to the 
Place de TĆtoile and hailed a taxi. 
“Place CIichy.” he told the driver. 

Не left the cab at the Boulevard 
Rochechouart. a sordid street where the 
most depressing and least expensive 
poules paraded. Lockwood walked aim- 
lessly. After several blocks he began to 
grow hungry and turned toward the 
Place Clichy where the Cafe Wepler was 
situated. 

Не looked forward to eating leisurely 
in the brassy atmosphere where acrobats, 
tango dancers. and singers performed in 
front of a full orchestra while fifty wait- 
ers served several hundred patrons. out 
of reach of Clare. Eugene. and the G-2. 
When he was halfway through dinner. 
Lockwood realized that he knew the man 
at the table next to his own: Major 
Dembrow. 

“What do you want?” Lockwood asked 
querulously. 

A burst of applause from the diners 
forestalled an answer. Major Dem- 
• brow smiled deferentially. Finally 
he managed ,to make himself heard 
through the music, hand clapping, and 
the scuffle of waiters. “This morning you 
seemed to be interested in certain details. 
Well, now you can hear all of them. Why 
don’t we just finish our dinners together 
and go someplace and talk?” 

A group of Oriental tumblers were 
bouncing about when Lockwood and the 
major left the restaurant. They went by 
taxi td the butte near the Sacre Coeur. 
They stood near the guard rail overlook- 
ing a good part of the city. Then the ma- 
jor said, “Do you believe Benedict Arnold 
was a traitor?” 

“Major. I don’t want to seem rude. but 
I find all this cloak and dagger stuff a 
little fatiguing.” 

“Still think we’re on the wrong street. 
do you?” 

“All wrong. a dead end.” 

“Then Mrs. Stengler gave you a story.” 
“Stengler doesn’t even know you’re 
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after liim; he thinks it’s a hlack niarket 
gang.” 

“Is that vvhat утГуе heen told?” 

“Yes. So why don’t you stop hadgering 
nie and pick up Stengler on your own 
time?” 

“Becau.se I’ve received special permis- 
sion to give you a few facts on condition 
you keep them to yourself.” 

A challenge had been thrown down: 
Major Demhrow lit a cigarette 
against the breeze. “Г11 give you 
the essentials.” he said with shattering 
confidence. “Somewhere along the line 
while in Berlin. Stengler managed to con- 
tact a civilian employee in the C.I.A.—a 
German. From this man he was able to se- 
cure a top secret dociiment that is strictly 
military. I don’t think it would he too 
extravagant to call it the hottest single 
intelligence item in NATO.” 

Despite himself. Lockwood said, “What 
is it?” The Major didn’t answer prdmptly 
and Lockwood added. “Or is that where 
this fascinating story ends?” 

“It’s a list.” Dembrow replied. “con- 
taining the name and location of every 
major Intelligence contact and agent we 
have in Europe. In the wrong hands it 
could destroy the network of listening 
po.sts that took vears to build up.” 

Lockwood. incredulous. said. “You 
mean Stengler is an agent for . . .” 

“Not exactly. It’s our guess he’s an in- 
formalion seller. There’s no national al- 
legianee involved. The highest bidder 
comes first.” 

Thunderslruck. Lockwood said, “You’ve 
corroborated this?” 

“Not completely. Whoever the highest 
bidders are.” Denibrow added. “they 
prohably know we’re onto him. That 
makes him dangerous to them. And as 
soon as he hands the list over to them 
they’ll prohably try to kill him. But with 
us tliere now that won’t happen.” 

“What about the German in the 
C.I.A.?” 

“About a month ago we first got wind 
of the whole affair and were able to track 
it down to this German; before we could 
get to him he met with a fatal autoniobile 
accident along the autobahn outside of 
Berlin.” The major shrugged. “That’s 
why we’ve no proof at the moment.” 

Lockwood was past resentment; he 
wanted time t,o think. Не made a nervous 
little geslure with his hand. “Damn it. 
why should I have to be the hatchet man 
in this thing?” 

“Listen. Mr. Lockwood; I have had 
the same hasic educalion you have had. 
But during the war I piit it into cold 
storage.” The man’s eyes caught a source- 
less light as he and Lockwood began to 
walk slowly downhill. “When vou’re 
fighting for vour life you don’t apply 
•college rules; you use your knee or you 
perish—a gentleman and a boob. So you 


put Princeton behind you. This is a world 
in which sportsmanship as vou and I 
have learned il can be pure idiocy.” 

‘Т need a drink.” 

“No, you don’t. You need a clear look 
at yourself. Quit bending over backwards 
trying to be fair. You’re fair without try- 
ing to be. But just don’t expect everyone 
else to think so.” 

“But what if he’s the wrong man?” 

“What if he’s the right man?” 

Lockwood walked in silence heside the 
major; it was a prelude to capitulation; 
he knew Major Dembrow was confident 
of this. The only sounds were the foot- 
falls of the lwo men as they walked 
downhill on the dark twistlng street. It 
was a long time before Lockwood spoke. 
In an empty tone of voice he said: 

“I don’t know where he is now. But I 
know where he’ll he hy tomorrow.” 

Dembrow let him talk, walking slowly, 
patiently alongside. 

“There’s a hoat ticket waiting for him 
at the Gare de Lyon . . .” 

A moment later Lockwood was by 
himself. and the Major was going off 
down the winding street toward the bot- 
tom of Montmartre. The deed was done. 
Lockwood reached the Boulevard Roche- 
chouart a few minutes after that, hailed 
a cah and went to his apartment on the 
Rue Daru. Не slept poorly that night. 

The folIowing afternoon he sat abstract- 
edly in his office. Не thought perhaps he 
wouId get away from Paris for a while; 
the Ambay interests in Saudi Arabia 
could serve as an excuse. But on the 
folIowing day. before he could take ad- 
vantage of the device. came the news of 
F.ugene’s murder. Now he couldn’t leave; 
Clare was a widow and he had helped 
to make her one. 

The report said that Eugene had heen 
knifed: it also listed him as an author: 
the pretense was carried to the grave. 
Lockwood looked upon it sympathetically. 

Afler Major Dembrow had all hut 
hung up in liis face and he had finished 
thinking about the past. Lockwood sat in 
a trance at his desk. His secretary en- 
tered the office. “Mrs. Stengler is here 
to see you, Mr. Lockwood.” 

L ockwood nodded slowly, resignedly. 
“Send her in,” he' said. Не rose 
J as she entered. stood behind a chair 
as she sat down. “I’m terrihly sorry. 
Clare.” he said. 

“First I failed you,” she said. “And 
now I’ve failed him.” 

Lockwood hadn’t expected thls tone 
from her. “Failed?” he echoed. “What do 
you mean. Clare?” 

“What do I ihean?” she said. “Simply 
that I’ve been a wife tO'two men and 
did neither of them апу great service.” 
“Clare ...” 

“It’s true. Peter. First you: in that 
instance I was purely decorative—” 


“Now wait—” 

“—nothing more. There was nothing I 
was able to give a nian whose strength 
and standing were so far superior to my 
own. With or without me you were Peler 
Lockwood. man of distinction. I felt so 
unneeded.” 

“That’s rather ironic,” he said sadly. 

“It shouldn’t be. I’ve been very con- 
sistent. If it hadn’t been for me Eugene 
would never have got raixed up with 
those people.” 

“You mustn’t think that, Clare.” 

“It’s true. I’m afraid.” 

“None of what you’re saying is true, 
especially about Eugene.” 

“What do you mean?” 

Не came to her chair. “I’m to blame, 
in a way. much more than you.” 

“What do you mean?” she said again. 

« I ugene was a traitor. Clare.” he told 

1-^ her directly. “The people follow- 

-i-J ing уон were from the G-2; the 
people who killed Eugene were foreign 
agents.” 

Her eyes widened. 

‘’The G-2 men were trailing him: I put 
them onto him. His confederates got to 
him before the G-2 could stop them.” 

“I can’t helieve it.” she .said. 

“Would you believe it if you were told 
by the Army Intelligence?” 

She didn’t answer. 

“It’s slill a top secret affair. but I’m 
.sure they will grant you special consid- 
eration under the circumstances.” 

Her agreement was never апу niore 
than tacit. In a few minules they were 
driving in Lockwood’s Delahuye toward 
SHAPE outside of Paris. Only once as 
she .sat alongside him during the ride 
did she speak. “I ihought I loved him 
becau.se he loved me. But what I felt was 
not love. It was appreciation.” 

“Appreciation?” Lockwood said. 

“Не made me feel wanted.” 

Lockwood swallowed hard. Г11 make 
her feel wanted. he vowed. But he said 
nothing. 

When they reached SHAPE and got 
out of the car. she said. “What’s the 
use. Peter? I’m sure you did what you 
knew you must. Let’s not go in.” 

“I insist. Clare. If you hear from Ма- 
jor Dembrow’s lips what I was con- 
fronted with and how I came to disclose 
Eugene’s whereabouts. you will never 
bave апу doubts: you’ll never wonder if 
perhaps I acted out of bias or personal 
animosity.” 

“Yes. sir?” An M.P., white-helmeted, 
confronted them at the main gate. 

“I’m here to see Major Dembrow. G-2 
section. Му name is Lockwood.” 

“Do vou have an appointment?” 

“No. But I’m sure he’ll see me.” 

A private escorted Lockwood and 
Clare to the G-2 section; they walked in 
silence until they reached Dembrow’s 


office. “Right in here. sir. The secretary 
wiil take care of voii.” 

Dembrow‘s secretary was a WAC ser- 
geant who sat alone in a small oiiter 
office. husv at a ty|)ewriter. She glanced 
up, half smiled. “You wanted to speak 
with Major Demhrow?" 

“Yes.” Lockwood replied. “We’ll wait 
if he’s husy.” 

The secretary raised a confidential 
finger. “Г11 clieck.” she .said. rising. At 
the door to Demhrow’s private office she 
paused, looked at Lockwood and then at 
Clare. and again at Lockwood hefore 
she said. “Is this some sort of personal 
matter?” 

Lockwood .said: “Не knows all about 
it, I assure you.” 

She disappeared inside. 

Lockwood and Clare waited. Clare 
pensive and aloof. Lockwood made no at- 
tempt to converse with her. Verv short- 
ly the WAC returned. “lust one moment. 
please.” she said returning to her desk. 

Lockwood waited. anticipating Dem- 
hrow’s displeasure and not caring a 
damn. Не had taken just about all the 
high-handedness he was going to take; 
security had nothing to do with incivil- 
ily. Не set himself as the inner office 
door opened. A man in uniform. a gold 
oak leaf on each shoulder. came oiit. Не 
was ahoul fiftv. narrow-eyed. snub-nosed. 
and .somewhat stoop-shouldered. “Can I 
help you?” he asked flatly. 

Lockwood looked at the top of his thin- 
ning. sandy-haired heail. “Well. actu- 
ally.” Lockwood said. аппоуапсе moiinl- 
ing lowaril rage within him. “I wanted 
to see Major Demhrow. I’d rather not 
lalk to апуопе else.” 

The uniformed man eyed him curiously. 
“All right.” he said. “I’m Major Dem- 
hrow. What is il?” 

T he events of the past two days flashed 
hefore Lockwood’s eyes: the start. 
the finish. and everything in be- 
tween. Не stood there gaping. “Are there 
two of yoii?” he asked foolishly. 

“Two of what?” ihe man in the ma- 
jor’s uniform said. 

Lockwood felt his hands and feet go 
cold. “Two . . . Major Dembrows . . .” 
Clare was now standing next to him. 
“Not to my knowledge.” 

“No Demhrow anywhere hesides you?” 
Lockwood said quietly. desperately. “A 
lall man, dark . . .” 

“Гт the only Major Demhrow at 
SHAPE.” the other said. “Ог anywhere 
in the U.S. Army. as far as I know. What 
is all this about? Here. Let’s step into 
my office ...” 

Lockwood steeled himself against run- 
ning out of the iilace. “Tou've heen 
impersonated,” he said. feeling he was 
going to be .sick. “Let’s go inside. Г11 
tell you all I know about it . . .” 

ТнЕ End 
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Не was а mere father—mild and unheroic—hut he had promised his 
kids a cowhoy in person. Не would hring him in, dead or alive 

BY JOHN KBASLBR ILLUSTRATED BY GEORCE HUCHES 


“"Ж Tou MEN KEEP GOING TH\TAWAY— 
LONE \VOLK AND l’l.L HEAD ’eM 
_И. OKF AT THE GULCh!” ■ Mr. 
Thomas Ihinton’s tlamned television set 
proclaimetl, antl went cloppety, cIoppety, 
oloppety. 

“Martha. will you please lurn the 
tlamned television down?” Mr. Bunton 
inquired. rhetorically. through his eve- 
ning paper, in the direction of his wife. 

Mr. Biinton’s two children. Louise. six, 
and Junior. eight, .sat hypnotizetl in front 
of the set. their eyes protruding like 
aeotlesic tlomes. Their mouths were open. 
They have television gap-jawitis. Bunton 
thoiight. despairingly, getting up himself 
and turning down the volume a few thou- 
sand decibels. They watch everything. 
Why. he wondered, would my children 
he fascinated by a commercial for car 

“Shinawax has more secret ingredients 
than апу other leading brand tested.” the 
announcer. who hatl shiny teeth. sliouted 
?xuberantly. “Now—back to Montana 
Маск McGee. scourge of outlaws. pritle 
of the frontier prairie!” 

“bang!” said Mr. Bunton’s damned 
television. “banc banc bang bang!” 

“Why don’t they go oiitside and play 
while it’s still light?” Bunton asked a 
deaf universe. “Kids these days don’t 
ever seem to play kick-the-can at diisk 
апу more. things like that. Kids ihese 
days don’t get enough exercise.” 

“Look who’.s talking.” said Martha 
Bunton, lookipg over her magazine point- 
edly at Bunton’s middle. which was not 
undernourished. Не inhaled unobtru- 
sively. Не glowered at his wife. 

Montana Маск McGee sat lean in the 
saddle. A homesteader’s daughter. who 
looked aboiit as rural as a cigarette girl 
at Ciro’s, clting breathlessly to him. Нс 
seems to get plenty of exerci.se. Bunton 
thought. I’m going on ^ diet. he told him- 
.self. Monday. No sen.se starting a diet 
on Friday. I giiess I’d better get rid of 
those bottles of beer in the refrigerator 

iir. 


so I won’t be tempted on Monday, he 
thought virtuously. It’s simply a matter 
of will power, that’s all. 

■‘Here comes the incoherent answer to 
Horace Greeley,” said Mrs. Bunton. look- 
ing out the picture window. 

Will Hinley, his hat on the back of his 
head. shambled up the $idewalk, whis- 
tling. Не was a newspaperman, a bache- 
lor who lived down the street with his 
sister. Не furned up the Buntons’ walk. 

Tom Biinton met Hinley at the door 
and said, “Hi, Will. You're just in time 
to help out on a little temptation re- 
moving.” 

Will Hinley said, “Huh?” 

“You want a beer?” 

“Well now, there’s a silly guestion.” 
said Hinley. “WIiy don’t you turn that 
damned television down? Hi, kids. Ш, 
Martha.” 

The two men sat in the kitchen where 
it was relatively quiet. Hinley. listening 
to the bang-bang. said idly. “I inter- 
viewed that character today.” 

“McGee? Why isn’t he in Montana?” 

“Personal appearance tour.” Hinley 
said. “I got some autographed pictures 
for those hellions of yours and—say!” 

“What?” 

“Lemme use your phone.” 

“Sure. Why?” 

“Look.” Will said. “I’ve got to line up 
some pictures of this guy. for the Sun- 
day paper. I was going to have them 
taken out at the rodeo grounds. but that’s 
been done over and over. Why don’t I 
have them taken here?” 

“Here?” said Bunton. “Here?” 

“Sure.” said Will. “Riglit here at your 
house. The kids wou]d get a bang out 
of it. They could have their friends in. 
have a regular party; get their pictures 
taken. shake hands with Montana. auto- 
graphs. that sort of, thing.” 

“Say!” said Biihton. “Воу. they would 
love that. Would McGee do it?” 

“Sure. Publicitv is publicity.” said 
Hinley, and dialed the Herrington Arms. 


Montuna Маск McGee thought it was 
an excellent idea. Three-thirty tomorrow. 
Definitely. Fine idea. Riglit. Mr. Tom 
Bunton would pick him up at the hotel. 
Right. Good. Fine. Окау. 

“You'll drive him out here,” Hinley 
said, hanging uii. "‘The photographer and 
I will meet you here.” 

Bunton felt hini.self getting excited to 
the point of feeling silly. 

Will Hinley grinned, “Тау it on thick, 
Pop.” 

“Why sure.” said Bunton. “How often 
does a wholesa]e dniggist get to look 
glamorous to his kids?” 

Tom Bunton stiick his thumbs in his 
belt. swaggered into ihe living room. 
struck a pose and said loudly. “All you 
waddies cut out the jawing and li.sten 
here to me.” 

Martha Bunton looked at him. curi- 
ously. Even the children looked up. 

»■TTaving an old pal over tomorrow 

I—I aflernoon.” Slim Biinton drawled. 

A 1. “Montana Маск McGee. Ain’t 
seen him since we cleaned up Dodge City 
together.” 

“How much beer was in that icebox?” 
inquired Martha. 

“Who?” squalled Junlor. “Who’s 
coming?” 

“What?” shrieked Louise. “Whal's 
happening?” 

“You heered it right.” said Kid Biic 
ton, leaning on a nearhy corral. “М\ 
old sidekick. Montana Маск. In the 
flesh.” 

Pandemoniuni. Doubt. Assurance. Un- 
diluted delight. 

“Daddy.” said Loiiise. wide-eyed and 
radiant. “I didn’t knovV vou used to be 
a cowboy when you were young.” 

“Tell her. Wiil.” Biinton said сооИу. 
and Wil]. never at a loss for words. told 
her. Не was a feature man and fast on 
the deadline. Не told her. 

The kids scooted off in all directions. 
small Paul Reveres. spreading the word 



—Montana Маск McGee was coming, 
somehow, by some miracle. to their very 
own house on Spring Street! 

Will Hinley removed the last o£ the 
caloric temptation and went home. Two- 
gun Bunton sat on the sofa railing, his 
confident profile outlined against the jmr- 
ple sunset. 

Не said after a while, “TJs strong si- 
lent tyi)es are pretty impressive, huh, 
ma’am?” 

“Oh. for Pete’s sake,” said Martha 
Bunton. 

“Better stock in some sasparilly.” 
“How about sonie hay canapes?” 
“Nothing’s too good for iis heroes,” 
Bunton said, practicing his draw. 

“You know.'’ said Martha, smili^g, 
“you're right. Now how about getting off 
your horse and fixing that leaky faucet 
in the basement?” 

T om Bunton opened his eye.s the next 
morning. shut them. snapped them 
open and almost-shouted in alarm.. 
A small dog. a large dog and seven 
children were lined up alongside the 
bed, staring et liim. The large dog’s no.se 
was .some three inches from his nose. 
It was no way to start a day. 

“Whuddle?” he said confusedly. 
“Wha?” 

“That’s my daddy,” Lotpse said. 

“Tell ’em about Dodge City,” said 

“You don’t look like a cowboy. You 
look worse than my daddy,” said a small 
cynic with jam on his face. 

The large dog, Ifaving weighed some 
secret evide.nce and come to a favorable 
conclusion, reached out and moved a 
large wet tongue across the nose of the 
Dodge City Kid. 

Bunton felt his reason tottering, finally 
came fully awake, remembered it was 
Montana Маск day on Spring Street. 
“Martha,” he called hoarsely. “Help!” 
“Outside, kids!” his wife commanded, 
entering the bedroom. “Buster here has 
to get his chaps on.” 

“No low humor.” croaked Bunton. 
“Coffee. Ниггу. Pretty early for a raass 
invasion, i.sn’t it?” 

“You should see the back yard,” Mar- 
tha said. “Only the bolder souls infil- 
trated up here. There niust be fifteen 
kids around, and no telling how many 
dogs, awaiting the great event.” 

All that Saturday morning Mr. Thomas 
Bunton was a big man on Spring Street. 
Other fathers shouted witty sayings at 
him, and regarded him with secret envy. 
Will Hinley called up to say it might 
be a good idea to go down a little early 
in case McGee needed time to get his 
costume on. The mailman. an irrepres- 
sible soul. greeted the Bunton household 
with a cowboy yell instead of a whistle 
blast. Stinky Wilson rode a runaway 
pinto broomstick through the screen of 
the kitchen door. 

Bunton finally took to the pantry and 
sat there by himself drinking coffee. 


The time dragged. Не looked at his wrist 
watch a thousand times. Не repeatedly 
declined interviews with hero-worship- 
pers. after several unfortunate tries. Не 
wasn't clear on the precise details of his 
cowboy career as outlined by Will 

“I’m afraid to go fix the faucet!” he 
snapped et his wife, shortly after lunch. 
“The basement is full of inquisitors. 
What did I do after Kit Carson and I 
boxed Geronimo into Coyote Canvon— 
what did that frustrated Zane Grey tell 
them about fbat?” 

“Something about riding in hidden un- 
der a buffalo, I believe.” said Martha. 
“That doesn’t sound right though, does 
it?” 

Secreted in an upstairs bedroom, Bun- 
ton tried to read. His stomach was nerv- 
ous. At about one-thirty, he gave up and 
backed his automobile out of the drive- 
way. How the hell do уои hide under a 
buffalo? he wondered irritably. The 
throng of kids on his front lawn »vatched 
him in quiet awe. 

Tom Bunton waved and drove his 
three-year-old. dark sedan, with choco- 
late ice cream dried on the seat covers. 
toward the Herrington Arms. Не turned 
a comer in his familiar neighborhood, 
the one he’d grown up in, and suddqnly 
he remembered for a split instant how it 
felt to be a child. 

It was unly a flash. as such memuries 
always are, a sudden peek into forgotten 
things, but it made his heart swelL with 
a sad. sad happiness, and the chill gray 
day was beautiful. a momentary miracle, 
passing too swiftly. 

“Giddy-yap,” be said. “Gsk, gsk.” 

Will Hinley had already told him the 
hotel room number, so he went straight 
iip in the elevator and knocked at Mon- 
tana Маск McGee’s door. Не had drunk 
so much coffee, killing time, that he had 
a headache. 

“Enter, lackey!” a voice boomed. 

Не entered. 

Four people stared at the average- 
looking, ill-at-ease man in the blue suit. 
Two were girls wearing too much make- 
up. The third was a tall. thin man with 
a face like a dyspeptic fox. The fourth 
was Montana Маск McGee. 

Bunton held his hat awkwardly in 
front of him and started to speak. 

“Well,” said Montana Маск McGee. 
“A plainclothesman bellhop. What they 
gonna think of next?” 

‘Т —I’m Tom Bunton. I—” 

“Bully for you,” said Foxface. “But the 
personal appearance isn’t until tomor- 
row. No autographs until then. Goodbye.” 

ifM^kunton, Bunton. wbo’s got the Bun- 

1-^ ton?” said Montana Маск. Не 
JL^ was wearing flannel slacks. a 
black sports shirt and expensive-looking 
carpet slippers. “Bellhop, bellhop, who’s 
got the bellhop?” 

Не was holding an empty glass. 

“Ah,” said Bunton. “Uh. Mr. Hinley of 
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the Courier called. You will recall. Set- 
ting up pictures? At my house?” 

“Friend,” said Foxface, “I have no 
idea what you’re mumbling ahout. Гт 
Mr. McGee’s agent—I handle all such 
matters. If you wish to negotiate some 
kind of personal appearance Г11 be glad 
to talk to you. Monday. Kight now Mr. 
McGee is—very busy.” 

/|-artini, Martini,” the pride of the 
frontier prairie crooned to him- 

Хт A .self. “Who’s got the hunthop?” 

Mr. McGee was unsober. 

“Some other time perhaps,” Foxface 
said coldly, steering Bunton to the door 
firmly, guiding him out, and shutting the 
door—click—in Mr. Bunton’s face. 

Tom Bunton stood there in the cor- 
ridor, looking hlankly at the door. 

Не stood there quite a while. Не was 
having trouble thinking straight. Не had 
no idea what to do. Не was too confused 
to hecome angry. Methodically he tried 
to put the pieces together. His mind felt 
numb. Не looked at his watch. It was 
something to do. They will be expecting 
me in an hour, he thought. 

They will be expecting me in an hour, 
he thought then with horrible clarity, 
and as clearly as on a twenty-one-inch 
screen he suddenly saw a picture of the 
kids on his front lawn, each child in 
the precise stance in which he had left 
him, waiting. 

From inside the room came a high 
girlish trill of inane and somehow cruel 
laughter. 

It was a trigger. It released the anger. 
The anger came all at once, a cold. pure. 
hard anger he did not remember ever 
having experienced. Не was afraid of it, 
therefore. Because he was a family man. 

“Excuse me, sir,” said a voice behind 
him. 

Не looked around at the bellhop with 
the tray of Martinis. Не moved aside to 
let the bellhop by. The bellhop, with his 
bellhop’s unseeing face, did not deign to 
show curiosity about a man standing in 
a hotel corridor staring blankly at a door. 
The bellhop merely rapped on the door 
and called, “Room service.” 

“Enter, lackey!” a voice boomed. 

The bellhop walked in. Bunton walked 
in right behind him. 

“Yooohahhh! ” bellowed Montana Маск, 
spying the tray. “Yeeehooo!” 

“Ве quiet, Маск,” snapped the agent. 

“Well,” said one of the girls. looking 
Bunton up and down, “here’s Chubby 
again.” 

“I want you to listen to me a minute,” 
Bunton said quietly to the agent. 

“Gimme pencil.” McGee said to the 
bellhop. and signed the check. “Have a 
drink.” 

“No thank you, sir,” said the bellhop. 
Ahstractedly, Bunton noticed that the 
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hellhop was middle-aged and tired look- 
ing. The bellhop left. 

■‘Bud, I asked you to leave,” the agent 
said to Bunton. “Do we liave to make 
a federal case of it?” 

“Please. Please. Just one second.” It 
was a fervently hopeful plea. “Just one 
second. There has been some mistake. 
Mr. McGee promised, gave liis word, that 
—take your hand off my arm, please.” 

“Just leave,” said Foxface. “That’s all. 
Goodbye.” 

The fingers bit into Bunton’s arm as 
the tall man pulled at him, almost pulled 
him off balance. 

“Look,” said Bunton. Не held the cold- 
ness in a hard knot. “Look. There’s a 
whole neighborhood full of kids out on 
Spring Street who are waiting for—” 

"Don't break my heart,” said the agent, 
not unkindly. “Now look, friend. You’re 
a big boy. You’ve got eyes. You see 
the set-up. Do you need a blueprint? Tell 
the kiddies Mr. McGee fell off a wagon 
and fractured his contract, tell ’em he 
got sick—tell ’em anything. But leave!” 

“Mr. McGee,” Bunton pleaded directly 
to Montana Маск McGee, who was fish- 
ing in his glass for an olive. “You don’t 
want to disappoint these—now look, 
friend, don’t pull on me like that апу 
morel” 

l can't cause апу disturbance, thought 
Mr. Thomas Bunton, because it wouldn’t 
look good. 

“I said, leavel” Foxface snapped, and 
yanked so hard on Thomas Bunton that 
he untied the hard knot, all at once. 

And Bunton put his open hand on the 
agent’s chest and shoved him so hard he 
fell back on the bed, flat on his back. 

“Let me finish explaining,” Mr. Bunton 
said. “This is very important to those 
kids and it’s your responsibility to—” 

“Неу!” roared Montana Маск, jump- 
ing up and crossing the room fast. “Who 
the hell you think you are, pushing my 
friend?” 

The scourge of the outlaws charged 
and, swinging wildly, looped a fist glanc- 
ingly off Bunton’s mouth. 

Bunton smashed his right fist straight 
and hard into Montana Маск McGee’s 
left еуе and Mr. McGee ricocheted off 
the wall and fell flat on the carpet, 
where he lay in peace. One of the girls 
said oooh. Foxface sat up on the bed but 
did not stand up. 

« >^all room service,” Bunton told the 
■ agent, not unkindly. “Tell them to 
send up black coffee. Lots of it.” 

The agent looked at him blankly. 

“Did уои hear meV’ Bunton spaced his 
words carefully. “Room service? Black 
coffee? Lots of it?” 

The agent’s chin went up and down. 
Не heard him. Не got up and picked up 
the telephone dazedly. 


Bunton knelt and turned the serenely 
re.stful form of Montana Маск over on 
its back. 

The agent croaked, “Black coffee.” 
Then he stood there motionless, as if he 
had forgotten how to hang up a tele- 
phone. 

“Don’t just stand there,” said Bunton. 
“Turn the cold shower on.” 

The redhead with the trilling laugh 
worked her mouth as if it were very dry. 
In a tiny voice, she ventured, “What are 
you doing?” 

Bunton unbuckled Mr. McGee’s belt. 
looked up briefly at the redhead and 
said, “I’m undressing him, Chubby.” 

The young women fled. 

“You stay.” Bunton said to the agent. 
“Grab his feet.” 

«-M-’m awfully sorry,” said Montana. 

I “Don’t want you to think—” 

JL “Certainly don’t want you to 
think—” said Mr. Smithers, the agent. 

“Please,” said Мг. Bunton, turning a 
corner. “Please. Forget it.” 

It was a day long remembered on 
Spring Street. Montana Маск McGee had 
never been more glamorous. Не had on 
his black cowboy outfit with the white 
chaps and the silver spurs. The pictures 
in the Courier on Sunday were excellent. 
Montana held kiddies on his lap. Не 
told stories. Не gave autographs. 

His eyes were red from riding pell- 
mell through the prairie dust and one 
еуе was black from a buffalo stampede, 
but he was the epitome of a lean and 
fearless cowboy and the children would 
never, as long as they lived, forget that 
day on Spring Street. 

The party was over. The men gathered 
in the kitchen where some redeye had 
been laid in for toasts. They exchanged 
toasts. Мг. Smithers seemed to need his 
toast most. Then the agent and the cow- 
boy rode back to town with the reporter 
and the cameraman. The wholesale drug- 
gist bade them farewell. Не had a puffed 
lip but he certainly didn’t care, although 
his wife had been regarding him with 
the greatest suspicion. 

As the men were leaving, Mrs. Thomas 
Bunton. who was no dummy, whispered 
to Montana Маск McGee, “Маск, how 
did you get that shiner?” 

Mr. McGee grinned a trifle one-sidedly 
and said, “Martha, let’s just say I ran 
into a swinging institution.” 

Mrs. Bunton looked for her husband 
but he was in the hasement. 

“Thomas Bunton,” she said. “Come up 
here.” 

“How the hell can a man fix anything 
ii nobodv puts the pliers back where 
they belong?” came a miiffled voice. 

“bang!” screamed little cowboys up 
and down the street. “banc banc banc 
BANG BANc!” Тнк Е\П 



His umrshippers croivded around as Montana Mack told how he had got the black еуе in a buffalo stampede. 
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Comf)fete oAiijste/iij oAloi/el 




For a man whom vicious cruel1y 
had made viciously cruel this job was ideal. 

Now he could pursue, lawfully and 
lustfully, the innocent and the gruilty alike 

BY JOHN D. MacDONALD 

E Bronson had spent the warra afternoon of a Saturday in 
October on the small, shady porch of his rented horae at 1024 
Arcadia Street correcting the English themes turned in on 
Friday by his class. Не was twenty-eight, a big lean man with wide 
hard shoulders, short brown hair, gray eyes, an habitual expression 
of wry patience. 

LucilJe had gone to the public pool with Ruthie, her best girl 
friend. Не knew she would be back soon. that she wouId forget the 
six-pack of cold beer he had asked her to pick up. that she wiiuld 
barrel the old Plymouth into the driveway with reckless jounce of 
springs and smack of wom shock absorbers, that she would whine 
about having to swim in the public pool when they could .so ea.sily 
become members of tbe Crown Ridge Club. that during the even- 
ing she would become abusive about being taken for “granite.” 

Не was nearly finished when loiid banging on the screen door of 
the porch startled and annoyed him. As he pushed his chair back 
from the card table, the door opened and a man walked in without 
invitation, a thick-set man with a soft belly, a narrow gray face. a 
crumpled nose, and tiny. arrogant, blue eyes set in puffs of stained 
flesh. Не wore a cheap. baggy, gray suit. Не carried the suit coat 
over his arm. his left arm. The left hand in a .soiled white glove that 
fit too tightly was obviously artificial. Не wore a yellow clip-on bow 
tie with a sweaty white shirt. His gray felt hat with stained band 
was shoved back off his forehead. Не brought onto the small porch 
an almost visible aroma of rancid perspiration. 

“Bronson?” he said. 

Lee’s anger faded quickly as he recognized all the signs. This 
was cop, mean cop. If you grew up on the streets of Hancock, 
especially in that neon jungle called the Sink. you learned to smell 
cop. You could grow up and help fight a war and get an education 
and become a respectable teacher and athletic coach and embryo 
novelist and live with your pretty and shallow wife in a much more 
respectable section of the citv. but you could never quite lose the 
animal wariness and the protective gift of quick identification. 
“Му name is Lee Bronson,” he said. “^hat can I do for you?” 


His expre8sion made her feel crawly. “You know 
about the топеу,” he said, closing: in. 


121 








"Keefler,” tlie inan said. “Parole of- 
licer.” Не sat down in the other wicker 
chair without invitation, and shoved his 
hat back another half inch. 

“I suppose this is about Dan?” 

Keefler looked unwell. His breathing 
was shallow and asthmatic. “Who else?” 

“But I thought Mr. Richardson—” 

“Rich used to have him. Now he’s on 
шу list with a lot of other hard types. 
Four months ago I was a cop and then a 
punk kid hit this wrist with a forty-five 
and they took oll the hand. You maybe 
read about it. I killed the kid. Now Danny 
Bronson is on my list, and when was the 
last time you seen him?” 

“Г11 have to think a minute. Не was 
paroled in Мау. Не came out here then. 
And . . . twice since then. The last time 
was late July. I can give you the date. 
The twenty-fifth. Three months ago.” 

“Now haven’t you got that all pinned 
down nice!” 

“It isn't so unusual. It was the .day 
after my hirthday. Не brought out a 
present. That’s why I remember.” 

“Expensive?” 

“A leather desk set with pen and pen- 
cil and a clock calendar.” 

“Go get it.” 

“It’s not here. It’s at the sciiool, in my 
ofiice. I’d guess it cost maybe tliirty dol- 
lars.” 

“What was he doing then, back in 
July?” 

“Не didn’t say. What’s the trouble, 
anyway? Why all these questions?” 

K eefler plucked a cigarette from the 
package in his shirt pocket, lit a 
match dextronsly with one hand, 
dropped the match on the floor. ‘Т want 
him. He’s in violation of parole, Bron- 
son. I want him and he’s going back to 
State Prison at Alton and finish out the 
seven years and seven months he owes. 
And don’t try to hold out on me.” 

“I don’t intend to.” 

“I’m not going at this like a parole 
ofticer, Bronson. I’m doing a cop job on 
ihis. I grew up in the Sink just like the 
Bronson boys. I checked you out before 
I came out here. You got a record, too, 
little brother.” 

Lee looked at him incredulously. 
“That’s a strange way to put it, Keefler.” 

“It’s my way. It’s the coj) way. A rec- 
ord is a record. You were arrested three 
limes. No convictions.” 

“Good Lord, be reasonable, Keefler. 
You know you couldn’t grow up there 
without being hauled in once in a while. 
I told a straight story and the charges 
were dropped each time.” 

Не resented Keefler’s lumping him and 
Danny together. Danny was the elder by 
three years. They were the only sons of 
Јеггу Bronson. captain and half owner 
of one of the river tugs. When Lee was 
ten months old, Јеггу Bronson fell be- 


tween the tug and some pilings while 
drunk and was crushed to death. Elvita 
Bronson made two more marriages, but 
her luck was bad. One man, a dock 
worker, was killed in the chronic warfare 
on the docks. After that they moved into 
a cold water flat in the Sink. The third 
husband beat her regularly until he sick- 
ened of her and left without warning. 
She had no people to turn to. Slie worked 
sporadically as a waitress. Life had de- 
feated her. She drank heavily and brought 
men to the flat. 

B oth Bronson boys were husk^. Danny 
found sly ways of keeping топеу in 
his pockets. Lee earned his after- 
school топеу in more difiicult ways and 
in smaller quantities. Danny quit school 
at sixteen. Ву the tirae he was nineteen, 
he was big and sleek and tough, and it 
was common knowledge that he worked 
for Nick Bouchard, the racket boss of 
Hancock. It was a big, venal city, Han- 
cock. A lake.side city, tough, brawling, 
cynical and lewd. And in the Sink and 
the rest of the city, Bouchard was king. 
Ву the time he was nineteen, Danny was 
making enough so that Elvita could quit 
working. Lee, for reasons he could not 
understand or explain to himself, had 
taken a different road. At sixteen he was 
a sophomore at West Lake High School, 
a star hnndred-and-eighty-pound wing- 
back on a football team that could have 
whipped half the small colleges in the 
country. Both he and Danny were re- 
spected in the Sink, but for different rea- 
sons. That was the уеаг Danny drew a 
pre-arranged trey at Alton, and served 
two years. Every Monday while he was 
gone, a plain envelope with fifty dollars 
in it was delivered to the flat. Danny got 
out during the spring of Lee’s senior уеаг. 

Lee used his all-state halfback rating 
to drive a hard bargain with a middle- 
sized university. With part of the fifteen 
hundred he got under the table, and with 
a thousand from Danny, they bought a 
small house and moved Elvita out of the 
Sink. Lee’s plans were clear. Маке All- 
American. Sign with the pros. Не liked 
the game. 

But it didn’t work out that way. His 
best season was the freshman уеаг. Не 
came in contact with a few faculty mem- 
bers who lit fires in the immature mind. 
Не had always been intelligent. They 
slimulated his imagination. Не read a 
great deal, sometimes the whole night 
through, and the world of ideas opened 
up for him. His play was not brilliant in 
his sophomore уеаг. That was the уеаг 
he went back to Hancock in February for 
Elvita’s funeral. During his junior уеаг 
his eyes changed. Не could not adjust 
to contact lenses. Не had a poor season. 
At spring practice they converted him to 
a guard. His subsidy from the alumni 
group was cut. His leg was broken. 


And that was the week of Danny’s 
downfall. Hancock voted in a reform ad- 
ministration. Bouchard ignored syndicate 
orders to keep his head down and salvage 
what he could. Bouchard tried to fight 
and the syndicate had him killed. Then 
a qualified replacement was sent in for 
Bouchard. Не decided that Danny had 
been too close to Nick Bouchard. During 
the adjustment period. Danny drew an- 
other three years at Alton. When Lee 
got up to see him, Danny was bitter. 

During the first game of Lee’s senior 
уеаг, the leg popped again in the same 
place, and that was the end of college 
ball and the end of tlie subsidy. Ву using 
a share of the топеу from the sale of the 
house, and by taking a job, he finished 
and graduated in I^.SO at twenty-two. 

Не spent some time in the Army. 
Then after his discharge he enrolled in 
Columbia Graduate School. carried the 
heaviest work load they would give him. 
and earned his masters degree in June of 
1953. Не had his degree, three hundred 
dollars, and a summer to spend before 
his instructorship started at Brookton 
Junior College back home in Hancock. 

Не spent the summer working on a 
stretch of super highway in southem 
Michigan. Не found a room with a farm 
family named Detterich. There were three 
young sons and a daughter named Lucille 
who worked in an insurance olfice in Bat- 
tle Creek. Lucille came back to the farm 
for her vacation. the last two weeks in 
August. She was by far the loveliest thing 
he had ever seen. Не put his half-written 
novel aside. In September he reported at 
Brookton Junior College. Не bought an 
elderly but reliable Plymouth. Не made 
a half dozen trips to Battle Creek. On 
the second day of the Christmas vacation 
he married Lucille in the front room of 
the farmhouse. Danny couldn’t make the 
wedding. Не had been out a уеаг and a 
half. Не sent a wedding gift of five glossy 
new hundred dollar bills and a scrawl 
which said merely, “Have a ball. kids.” 

They spent it on a New Orleans 
honeymoon. Не was drugged with her. 

T he following March. the same month 
they found the little rental house 
on Arcadia Street and moved out 
of a furnished room, Danny lost for 
the third time. Lee went to see him in 
the city jail after he was given a one- 
to ten-year sentence. Danny was heavier. 
depressed and bitter. 

“I figured the organization was homc.” 
Danny said. “I thought wrong. kid. I 
figured Kennedy would go to bat. Не was 
using me as muscle on the numbers, keei)- 
ing the route men in line. An old drunk 
gave me a bad time so I bounced him 
around a little. not hard, and he got a 
broken jaw and concussion and it turns 
out he’s a neuro.surgeon from Detroit. 
president of some medical convention 
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tliing here. Here I go again. This time 
l've got to do some thinking, kid. I 
can't go on like this.” 

Не served two and a half years. less 
one month. Не came to see Lee and 
Lucille when he was released on parole. 
Не was a silent, sour man, and he had a 
shop job with a trucking firm. When Lee 
tried gingerly to ask Danny if he was 
going to go straight. Danny’s smile was 
sloiv and savage. “At this age? I’ve lived 
loo good. kid. I don’t go for beans. beer 
and a weekend movie. I’ve got to figure 
an angle, all by myself. A nice safe one.” 

When Danny stopped by with the 
birthday present for his brother. it was 
obvious he was no longer working for the 
trucking firni. Не was driving a new 
sedan, dark, inconspicuous. Не was wear- 
ing a гауоп cord suit, a maroon knit tie 
and a shirt with a button-down cdllar. 

A he came striding up the walk саггу- 
ing the gift-wrapped. box. Lee 
thought, You could easily take him 
for a successful youngish man of the sale.s- 
man type. Не was shorter than Lee with 
a thicker body. heavier bones. His hair, 
paler than Lee’s. was a dark blond with 
a kinky wave. But up close you could see 
how his life had marked him. Не had the 
thickened tissue, small scars, the bright 
cold eyes and the restless flavor of all 
the bad ones. 

Keefler, impatient at Lee’s silence, 
snarled, “Get off the pot. Bron.son. Don't 
try to cover for him. You punks aren’t go- 
ing to do a shill job on Johnny Keefler.” 

Lee stared at him. Не said quietly, 
“You’re sitting on my porch, in my chair, 
dropping your matches and ashes on my 
porch. You’re a parole officer. I’m an 
instructor at a state educational institu- 
tion. l’ve tried to be pleasant for Danny’s 
sake. If you have questions. Г11 try to 
answer them. But watch your manners.” 

Keefler stared and then smiled un- 
pleasantly. “Му! Му! And I bet you рау 
taxes.” 

“Ask your questions.” 

“You made a speech. Now I make a 
speech. There’s a fence across the world. 
I’m on one side. The Bronson boys are 
on the other. Get snotty. and I go to that 
school you work at and before I leave 
they know over there that you’ve got a 
record and you’ve got a hood brother 
wanted by the law. Get the picture? And 
I start •bringing you in for questioning 
like I got a right to do. and I do it often 
and I do it when you ought to be teach- 
ing, and i)retty soon you’re completely 
loused over there. You pop off once more 
to me, and Г11 fix you just fine.” 

Anger had become too expensive a 
luxury. As Lee straightened the pile of 
themes on the card table. he was unhappy 
to see that his hand was shaking. Не saw 
the factor he had missed in Keefler’s per- 
sonality. The man was not entirely sane. 


Keefler could and would smash the or- 
derly life of Lee Bronson with no regret 
at all. And Lee knew of no one he could 
go to. no contact, with the request that 
Keefler be pulled off him. 

Не spoke in an expressionless tone. 
“Danny came here on the afternoon of 
the twenty-fifth. Не was well dressed. 
Не was driving a green two-door. this 
year’s or last year’s. I think it was a 
Chrysler product. Maybe a Dodge. Не 
stayed two hours. We had some drinks. 
When I asked him. he said he wasn’t with 
Grunwalt апу more, but he wouldn’t tell 
me what he was doing. I asked him if he 
was working for Kennedy and he said 
no. Му wife was with us the whole time. 
She can back me up.” 

“Where is she?” 

“She’s due back now.” 

“So Г11 wait.” 

“И I can say one thing. I don’t think 
it sounds like Danny. breaking parole. 
He's smarter than that.” 

Keefler snorted. “No three-time loser 
has апу brains. professor. Не figured 
Richardson would never check close and 
he was right. AIl he had to do was re- 
member to phone Rich once a week. Rich 
had him marked окау. Then I got Dan- 
ny’s file. I checked. I’m a cop, not a so- 
cial worker. Не quit the job without no- 
tifying Rich way back at the end of June. 
That’s a violation. Не moved out of his 
room without notification and that’s an- 
other. I got the file a week and a half 
ago. Last Monday he phoned Rich on 
schedule. Rich played it stupid. I told 
him to tell Danny casual-like to come 
in. But Rich tells him we know about the 
job and the address. and tells him he’s 
a violator, and then asks him to come in. 
Of course he didn’t show. Now there’s a 
pick-up order out on him. I got the rest 
of my punks hacked into line. They jump 
up and yell. ‘Slr.’ Your smart brother 
wasn’t smart. He’s going back to Alton.” 

“I don’t know where he is. Keefler.” 

“Mister Keefler.” 

“Mister Keefler.” 

“Look at you now. Real bright and re- 
spectable. Kid, nobodv’d know your old 
lady was a booze hound who froze to 
death in an alley.” 

Не sensed that Keefler had deliberately 
tried to push him over the edge. Не was 
not certain he could maintain control. 

Lucille saved him. with a yelp of tires 
as she swung into their narrow driveway. 

“Your wife?” Keefler asked. Lee 
nodded. not trusting himself to speak. 

E ! heard the clack of her clogs on the 
wood in the hallway. She started 
talking before she reached the 
porch. “Нопеу. you gotta do something 
about that dang car. It stalled again when 
I stopped to let Ruthie out and . . .” She 
saw Keefler and stopped and Lee saw 
the instantaneous appraisal, the immedi- 


ate conclusion that Keefler could be of 
no interest to her. She looked at Keefler 
with hauteur and indifference. 

Keefler stayed in his chair. “Му name 
is Keefler. Lucille. I’m Danny Bronson's 
parole officer.” Keefler used the insolen! 
and intimate tone police officers reserve 
for female criminals. Lee saw the look of 
indifference disappear completely, saw 
instead a rather curious alertness. 

“How do you do.” Lucille said demure- 
ly. She moved over to where she could 
face Keefler directly. There was a railing 
inside the porch screening. She half sat. 
half leaned on the railing. long round 
legs held straight and cros.sed at the 
ankles. She wore a pale blue terrycloth 
beach coat over her dark blue swim suit. 
Her bands were deep in the big pockets 
of the terrycloth coat. the collar turned 
up. Her hair had the mellow glow of old 
gold. and was curled tightly all over her 
head, the curls no larger than coins. The 
hair styling gave her something of a look 
of spirit and bravery. like a Roman youth. 
Three years of marriage had changed her 
not at all. Perfect face with a babyish 
blandness. large blue eyes set wide, tilted 
button no.se. wide heavy lips. 

Y et what made her provocative was 
beyond mere description of contour. 
It was a pulsing aura of life. Her 
long legs seemed to have extra curva- 
tures. tender hollows. velvety paddings 
that made her femininity graphic. 

Physically she had but two flaws— 
bracket lines of petulance and discontent 
around her mouth. and rather thick shorl 
hands with .stubby fingers with nails bit- 
ten into the quick. She had ihe habit of 
keeping her hands out of .sight. 

During the monlhs of his infatuation 
he had seen in her what he wanted to 
see. But he came to know she had been 
rai.sed as a rare prize. and spoiled rotten. 
She was shallow. .selfish and vastly lazv. 

Не sometimes wished she would com- 
mit .some act so monstrous it would re- 
lease him from апу obligation to her. But 
.she remained querulous. discontented 
. . . and faithful. 

She spent her free hours with a girl 
friend named Ruthie. the pluinp wife of 
a car salesman who lived five blocks 
away. When he was forced to overhear 
fifteen minutes of апу Lucille-Ruthie con- 
versation. he felt like throwing his head 
back and roaring like a gut-shot bear. 

Keefler .said. “Danny is missing. When 
was the last time you saw him? Now 
look at me. not al your husband.” 

“Gee. I gotta think. Tl was a long time 
ago. Lee. wasn’t it about your birthday?” 
“Не isn’t going to answer you. honey.” 
“Well . . . it was right after Lee’s 
birthday because Dannv brought a pres- 
ent. that stuff for the de.sk.” 

“Have you seen hini since?” 

Lucille opened her eyes very wide and 
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looked directly into Keefler’s eyes and 
shook her head from side to side with the 
slow and solemn honesty of a lying child, 
“No, Mr. Keefler. I haven’t laid eyes on 
him since he came with that present.” 

The nape of Lee’s neck felt cold. Не 
knew at once that she was lying. He’d had 
no idea she had seen Danny. But he was 
positive she had. Despite her lack of 
skill, she was an inveterate liar. and it 
was always the same—the slow shake of 
the head, abused pout of the heavy lips. 
“What’s he working at?” 

Lee watched her carefully as she said, 
“Gosh, I don’t know. Honest. Не didn’t 
say. Lee tried to find out but he wouldn’t 
say.” Не was relieved to see that this 
time she wasn’t lying. Не hoped her lie 
hadn’t been as obvious to Keefler as it 
had been to him. 

Keefler stood up, took a few steps 
toward the screen door. “Окау. Get back 
in the house, honey.” 

Lucille obeyed meekly. When she was 
out of earshot Keefler said. “Г11 go along 
with you for now. But if you’re giving 
me the business. professor, Г11 step on 
you like a bug. You get апу word from 
Danny, and I want you to be on the 
phone to me ten seconds later.” 

Lee stood on the porch and watched 
Keefler trudge down the shady street 
toward the bus stop. Не looked puffy, 
weary and unimportant. But he was 
danger, as immediate as a fist. 

Keefler had started to become a cop 
over thirty years ago, in a sgualid alley 
in the Sink. Не was twelve years old, 
working after school for Mose Keefler, 
his uncle. His uncle had a small neigh- 
borhood grocery store. Johnny Keefler 
adored his uncle. Uncle Mose had taken 
him oiit of the Home j'ust as soon as he 
ould. There was a gang of kids that kept 
stealing fruit from in front of the store. 
Johnny knew who they were. But, by the 
code of the .Sink, he couldn’t tell. Не 
knew the names still, remembering them 
clearly across the years. Kids from the 
John X. Moran School. Red Annlie, Gil 
Kowalsik, Hank Rillyer, Stubs Rollins, 
Тооеу Gennetti, Pete Casey. 

T hen one day Mose Keefler chased 
them three blocks. Не was a heavy 
man, and he ran roaring after 
them, and Johnny ran too, and saw Mose 
stumble and fall and turn cheese pale 
and clutch his chest and die. 

So he went to the precinct station and 
told the names of the kids and they were 
jiicked up. Two weeks later some of the 
gang trapped him in a rancid alley, in a 
corner where no one could see. They 
wired his wrists to the fire escape. gagged 
him, stripped off his clothes and tortured 
him. Не was found there in the cold rain. 
unconscious, and the sickened internes 
marveled that he had been tough enough 
to survive. 'When he was able to talk, 
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he told the police he had no idea who 
had done it to him. Не was sent back to 
the Home. released when he was sixteen. 
Vengeance could wait. Не achieved the 
police list when he was twenty, got his 
appointment when he was twenty-one, 
served his probationary time. 

Не was a tough cop. Не was censured 
for excessive brutality while making ar- 
rests. Не was without fear. Не lived in a 
cheap room in the Sink. 

Annlie. Rollins. Rillyer, Gennetti, 
Kowalsik, Casey. Six names. Two were 
out of reach. Rillyer had been knifed 
to death in a prison riot. Rollins had 
put a stolen car into a bridge abutment 
at ninety miles an hour. It took several 
years for the rest. Не arrested Red Annlie 
in a bar for creating a disturbance. Не 
was not on duty at the time. According 
to the report he turned in, Annlie tried 
to flee and he had fired at his legs. after 
firing a warning shot. and had hit him in 
the base of the spine. Annlie lived thirty- 
six hours and died in agony. 

P ete Casey, wanted for auto theft, was 
located by Patrolman Keefler in a 
third-floor apartment in a good sec- 
tion of Hancock. Keefler was nicked in 
the lower left thigh. Casey died on the 
way to the hospital with three slugs in 
the lower abdomen. 

Theodore Gennetti, on his way home 
from a late shift at the Hancock Wire 
and Brad Сотрапу, was arrested by 
Patrolman Keefler for “acting suspici- 
ously.” According to the report, when 
Gennetti pulled a knife, Keefler beat him 
into submission. Gennetti was operated 
on for a depressed fracture of the oc- 
cipital bone and died the following 
day of a cerebral hemorrhage. Keefler 
was given a sixty-day suspension. 

Gilbert Kowalsik, a union official in 
California, came back to Hancock for a 
vacation after Keefler had been a cop 
for fourteen years. Four days after his 
return his body was found in the lake, 
and the coroner’s report indicated he 
had been tortured and murdered by 
person or persons unknown. 

They were all gone then. but there 
were others to take their places. Не knew 
he was put on earth to harry them, to 
hunt them down and make them beg and 
put them behind bars. 

On tbe force Keefler was known as a 
loner. No partner stayed with him long. 
Не paid little attention to regular hours. 
Не ate, slept, and worked. His unques- 
tioned bravery earned him citations. but 
his suspensions for brutality kept him 
from promotion. Then a fourteen-year-old 
boy with a .45 Colt automatic filched 
from an elder brother’s bureau drawer 
shot at Keefler in a dark warehouse and 
smashed his left wrist beyond repair. 
After tbe amputation he was retired on a 
pension and appointed a parole officer. 


Lucille Bronson had paused in the liv- 
ing room, head tilted, but she could not 
hear what Keefler was saying to Lee. She 
felt both excited and uneasy. There was 
no telling how much Keefler knew. She 
had been frightened by his knowing look. 

She went into the bedroom. shrugged 
off the beach coat and dropped it on a 
chair. peeled her almost dry .swim suit 
down and stepped out of it. picked it up 
and threw it through the hathroom door 
into the tub. She was fastening the helt 
of her yellow satin hou.secoat when Lee 
came into the bedroom. She had decided 
there was no possible way for Mr. Keefler 
to know that she had seen Danny twice 
since he had brought Lee’s birthday pres- 
ent. Once two weeks ago and the second 
time the day before yesterday. 

She remembered the first time. She’d set 
the ironing board up in the kitchen and 
she was ironing the candy-striped skirt. 
the one with the tricky little pleats you 
had to be so careful with. on account 
of Ruthie was coming by about two and 
they were going down to the matinee of 
the new Bill Holden picture and it was a 
good .skirt to wear on account of it was 
a stinking hot day. A little after eleven. 
it was, and she heard the familiar creak 
of the middle step of the three .steps up 
to the small back porch. and then a big 
man was there with the sun behind him 
so she didn’t know who it was until he 
said, “Hi, Lucille.” It had made her feel 
funny to think that her own husband’s 
brother was a criminal and had been in 
jail three times. and now to be in the 
house with him made her feel all crawly 
and excited. Mom had nearly popped a 
gusset when she found out about Lee’s 
brother. It nearly bu.sted up the marriage. 
That was Lee for you. Not enough sense 
to keep it to him.self. Maybe it would 
have been better if the marriage had 
been busted up. A lot better. 

H e came in and she told him Lee 
wa.sn’t home. but he sort of ig- 
nored that, and sat on a kilchen 
chair and told her to go ahead with her 
ironing. She felt .self-conscioiis in her 
denim shorts and the skimpy navy halter. 
Danny didn’t look like a criminal at all. 
Не looked a little bit like Van Johnson. 
Не was real brown. with pale creased 
slacks and an Italian sport shirt of wide 
blue and white stripes. She asked hini if 
he wanted beer or coffee. Не acted like he 
didn’t hear. Не acted as if he was think- 
ing hard about something. Then he said 
he had a problem. and he a.sked her if 
she could keep a secret from Lee. 

Не said. “You won’t get into апу 
trouble. I just want you to keep some- 
thing for me. Hide it in the house iintil 
I need it. I know my kid brother. He’d 
onen it up and then try to do something 
for my own goođ. Something stupid.” 
Не took an envelope out of his hip pocket. 


а long envelope. sealed and folded. “I 
got to have a .«afe place for this. Lucille. 
Can you keep your mouth shut?” 

“What . . . what is it?” She felt 
deliciously conspiratorial. 

A kind of insurance. I’ve cut myself 
a piece of something. I got to 
have protection. Гт dealing with 
somebody who may get too smart. 
It’s a business risk. Suppose something 
happens to me. As soon as you find out. 
you mail this to the cops. If you want to, 
you can read it before you mail it. but 
don’t do that unless you’re damn well 
certain I’m dead.” 

“1 . . . guess I could keep it for you.” 
“I think 1 got everything under control. 
But I’m serious. Lucille. Don’t open it. 
Don’t say a word to Lee. Don’t tell him 
I was here. Handle this for me. and one 
of these days Г11 stop by with a little 
present for you.” 

She reached for it. “All right.” 
“Where аге you going to put it?” 

Не didn’t like her favorite hiding place, 
the old brown bag that hung on one of 
the back hooks of her closet. Не selected 
the place for it. In the kitchen she had a 
row of graduated metal canisters. yellow 
with a design of ducks flying. and each 
one labeled. The biggest said flour. Не 
took it over to the sink and shoved the 
envelope down into the boftom of the 
flour. Не dusted his hands over the sink 
and had her put it back. 

“Don’t open the envelope.” 

‘Т won’t. You told me twice alreadv.” 
“I mean it. You’re Lee’s wife. but 
what’s in that is more important to me 
than you are. Goof this up. and Г11 work 
you over a little. You understand?” 


She accepted his cigarette and looked 
up at him as he lighted it. Не was strong- 
looking. Brutal. Не didn’t look much like 
Lee. It made her heart beat faster to 
stand so close to bim. She knew what 
she was going to do as she started to do 
it. There is a way to look up at a man. 
A way to breathe when you do so. Маке 
your eyes heavy. Маке your mouth trem- 
bly and open. Lean a little toward him. 

His quickness and his roughness sur- 
prised and hurt her. Не bruised her 
mouth. Не wasn’t at all like Lee. Her 
cigarette fell to the linoleum and far, 
far away she felt a spark singe her bare 
ankle. Не released her so suddenly she 
staggered back against tbe kitchen cab- 
inets. Не wiped his mouth on the back 
of his hand. leaving a lipstick smear. She 
felt limp and weak. as though all her 
mu.scles had come untied from the bones. 

“You got a wide streak of slut. sister- 
in-law. It’s too bad he’s my brother. I’U 
be back with a present anyway.” 

She watched his саг drive away. 

Не did come back with the present. 
The dav before yesterday. She was in 
the living room. watching television. Не 
came in without a sound and startled 
her. Не threw the envelope in her lap 
and some of the топеу spilled out. Не 
told her to count it. Twenty fifty-dollar 
biHs. One thousand dollars. 

oTt’s almost a present. Hide it wherever 
I you want to. just so Lee doesn’t find 
JL it and start asking guestions. If 
things go a little sour Г11 be back 
after the other envelope and the monev. 
Н they go reallv .«our. Г11 be dead. Кеер 
the monev and mail the envelope. If 
things work out, you keep the топеу.” 


And so he had left. not coming near 
her—but not leaving until he had 
checked the envelope he had originallv 
left with her. She hid the топеу in the 
shoulder bag in the closet. 

After Keefler had left. Lee came into 
the bedroom. His face was stern. 

“It looks like Danny’s in trouble,” she 
said. as casually as she could. 

“And we’re in trouble too.” 

She sat at her dressing table and began 
to brush her tight curl.s. “How could we 
be in trouble?” 

«/^top that! Turn around and look at 
me!” The harsh tone of his voice 

kv startled her. She sighed audibly. 
put the brush down and faced him. 

“I certainly don’t know why you have 
to yell at me. anyway.” 

“Stop trying to fence with ше. for 
heaven’s sake. You lied to Keefler.” 

“If he said anything abonl me. he was 

Lee suddenly looked very tircd. Не sat 
on the bed, hands laced. head bowed. “I 
don’t know how I can make you under- 
stand. I can never seem to get throiigh to 
you. Keefler rejiresents a threat to me. 
We’ve got security. I have a certain posi- 
tion. A certain amount of respect.” 

“You’ve got a big deal. you have. You’d 
make more топеу driving a bread truek.” 

“Just shut up. Lucille. You lied to him. 
If he finds out. he’ll make it his business 
to fix me. He’ll run me out of my job. 
God knows what else he’ll try to do. I 
know you’ve seen Danny since I have. 
Where and when was it?” 

"Right after your hirthduy, like I lold 
you. Honest.” 

Не stood up. She looked up at him and 



Не oovered her body Ughtly and went on to his next task. 
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saw his look of purpose. She realized, 
with consternation, that she would have 
to tell him something. 

“Well. .. yes. Не was here. But I made 
a promise.” 

“It was . . . two weeks. ago yesterday. 
Не was worried. Не came in the morn- 
ing. I was ironing. Не gave me something 
to keep for him. Не told me not to tell 
you. I promised I woiildn’t.” 

“Go get it. At once!” 

She stood up, thinking of going to the 
kitchen. to the canister, but she remem- 
bered L<anny's threat and his strong arms 
and big hands. She hesitated, then 
whirled toward the closet, pushed the 
clothing aside, grasped the enveloiie and 
flung it at Lee. The топеу spilled into 
the air and fluttered down around him. 
Then, enraged at her own fear that had 
made her give up the топеу, she threw 
herself face down on the bed and cried. 
She felt the bed move as Lee got up 
to pick up the топеу. She heard the 
whisper of paper as he counted it. Не 
questioned her further. She said Danny 
said if he got killed she could keep it, 
and if his scheme worked out, she could 
keep it. She told him she hadn’t told 
Ruthie even. 

She rolled up onto one elbow and said, 
“What are you going to do?” 

“Гт wondering what Keefler would do 
if I told him.” 

“Don't yoii dare! That топеу is going 
to be mine.” 

“Control yourself, if you can. I don’t 
dare tell Keefler.” 

“Shall I put it back?” 

“Г11 take care of it. Lucille, why didn’t 
you tell me?” 

‘Т couldn't. I gave Dannv my word.” 

“But you’re married to me.” 

t iicille heard him go oiit. heard the 
sound of a drawer in the living 
J room and knew he had locked the 
топеу in his desk. She shouted. “Sup- 
pose he comes after it when vou’re out?” 

Lee came back to the bedroom door. 
“Tell him I’ve got it. Tell him I want to 


see him.” Не came back in tq the bed- 
room and pulled off his Т shirt and said, 
“I’ve got a meeting at seven.” 

“So you think maybe I got a magic 
button I can push and dinner pops out 
of the wall on a silver tray ог something.” 

“Skip it. Г11 get a sandwich on the 
way. Г11 be back about nine-thirty.” 

“Oh, goody two shoes. Saturday night. 
Big deal.” 

Long after the noisy sound of the car 
had faded into the night noises of the 
street and the city, she got up and wiped 
her eyes and went into the kitchen and 
ate a peanut butter sandwich over the 
kitchen sink and drank a can of beer. 

D anny Bronson awakened at eleven 
o’clock on Sunday morning, the 
morning of October fourteenth. 
Не came up out of a dreary suffocating 
dream of E Block, of the night noises of 
the prison, came up into a bright and 
different world where he lay alone in a 
bed of incredible size and softness. Не 
found his cigarettes on the night stand. 
and lay back with the first deep lungful 
of smoke, and huffed it up toward the 
ceiling. This was living. Bed as big as a 
barge. Cupboard full of liquor. Big 
rooms. Private lake a hundred feet away. 

It amused him to think that old Burt 
Catton had built this place as a hideout, 
a place where he could get away from 
Ethel, his first wife. This was where Burt 
had entertained some rather commercial 
young ladies, and a few of his closest 
friends. those friends Ethel didn’t ap- 
prove of. Now. since Burt had had his 
severe heart attack, it wa.s unlikely that 
he would ever come near ‘the camp’ 
again. And he certainlv would never 
know that its comforts were being en- 
joyed by one Daniel Bronson. the very 
special guest of the second Mrs. Catton, 
the dark and reckless beauty. Dru.silla. 

Тоо bad it couldn’t go on this way for- 
ever. Even before she married Catton, 
Drusilla was well loaded. It was tied up 
in a big tru.st fund with a spendthrift 
clause in it. but the income plus her al- 
Iowance from old Burt was more than 


enough. It was enough so that she had 
been able to buy Danny an almost new 
Osed car, an expensive wardrobe of cas- 
ual clothes, a stock of the hest bonded 
liquor, and top beef for the deep freeze. 

The camp was sixty miles from Han- 
cock—sixty miles on Route 90, then three 
miles on a winding country road. and 
then a half mile of private gravel road. 
Electricity and a six-acre lake and a lot 
of damn good architecture. This had 
been Burt Catton’s refuge, Drusilla said, 
during the unbearable years of Ethel Cat- 
ton’s life. Now there was a poetic justice 
in the use he and Dru were making of it. 

She had told Danny, curled lazily in 
his arms, how she had come to таггу 
Catton two years ago when Burt was 
fifty-eight and she was twenty-eight. 

“You wouldn’t believe it now. but I 
married Burt because he was fiin. A great 
lusty brown bear of a man. A pirate. 
Daddy was in tunnoil over my marrying 
a man .eix years older tlian he is. Aml we 
did have great sport for two wonderful 
years. Pop off to Acapulco or Montevideo 
or someplace at a moment's notice. 
And then came that horrible согопагу 
thing. I can’t help but believe that the 
Burt Catton I married is dead. The man 
I’m married to now is a withered trembly 
little old man. Не doesn't know I exist. 
He’s at death’s door, and he seems to 
resent my being young and well. I was 
so dreadfully bored. And lonesome. And 
now I believe I should like to be kissed 
again in as criminal a way as you can 
manage, and then 1 would like to hear 
bloody stories of dire deeds.” 

B ut, nice as it was. it couldn’t go on. 
Not after the bad luck of being 
assigned to Keefler. Unless he 
made a move soon, he’d be hounded back 
to Alton for seven years and seven 
months. Not that again. Not ever again. 

Не had been thinking hard. trying to 
come up with a good angle. Then Dru.sillu 
had handed him the angle. 

There was a quarrel between them, the 
first one of апу violence, and she had 
said, “You seem to think you’re such a 
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bold, bad. dangerous man. I could tell 
you sometbing. I could tell you about a 
deal my husband has gone into. Не and 
a lawyer named Paul Verney. Paul has 
been associated with him on other deals, 
and some of them have been very slick 
indeed. But this current one is so big it 
makes everything you’ve ever done look 
like a kid stealing from the dime store.” 

“What kind of a deal?” 

“I have not the slightest intention of 
telling you anything about it, my friend.” 

But five minutes later she told him all 
of it, trembling as she did so. her face 
bleached with shock and pain. her voice 
shaky. The pain had been abruptly in- 
duced, and it had humbled her. But she 
had borne no malice toward him for 
forcing her so brutally to tell him. She 
had heen most loving afterward. 

And it was big. all right. With a built- 
in guarantee that he could cut a piece of 
it if he handled himself right... 

H e got out of bed. showered. fixed a 
breakfast and took it out onto the 
sunny terrace overlooking the 
lake. Paul Verney would play along. Не 
would have to play along. Не had no 
other choice. Не was in a bind. And this 
was the big one. the kind you dream 
about all your life. 

The special piece of luck had been his 
decision to go to a big party in late .lune, 
when he was still working for the truck- 
ing сотрапу and stalling people when 
they asked him about coming back to 
work for the organization. The party 
was given by a municipal official. And 
there he had met Drusilla Catton. Her 
escort had passed out and been stowed in 
a bedroom. She was a large. handsome. 
vital woman of about thirty. dark-haired 
and colorful. with an air of arrogance 
and importance. and a look of reckless- 
ness. Danny had heard the name Burt 
Catton before. Не knew it meant топеу 
and importance. 

Не went out on tbe penthou.se terrace 
with her. She sat on the wide cement 
wall sixteen stories above West Lake 
Drive. Не stood next to her. They could 
see into the apartment. She was fasci- 
nated by tbe types. and he briefed her 
on them. “That’s А1 Altamiro. The arm 
was shot off. Twelve gauge shotgun. Dur- 
ing a union dispute. I don’t know the 
woman. That big joker is Наггу Paris. 
New York. They’ve been trying to deport 
him for years.” 

They left in her convertible. They 
spent the following evenings together. Не 
said he was going to lay out a solo oper- 
ation and he needed a hideout. When 
they arrived at an understanding. he quit 
his job and moved out to tbe camp, plan- 
ning to kid her along and live there as 
long as he could manage it. 

. But then it was spoiled by Keefler. and 
just when he was most depressed, she 


dropped the big chance in his lap. With 
Keefler sgueezing him, he had to move 
fast. Не didn’t want to give Catton and 
Verney too much of a chance to get set. 
The letter in the canister in Lucille’s 
kitchen was insurance. The thousand he 
had dropped off on Thursday was an- 
other line of defense, but a very thin one 
that he hoped he wouldn’t have to use. 
It wouldn’t take him far enough. 

Не sipped his coffee and watched the 
ripples on the small artificial lake, and 
tried to stay relaxed. Verney was due at 
two o’clock. This meeting would be make 
or break. He’d given Drusilla the word 
to stay away. When he had taken the 
calculated risk of driving into Hancock 
on Thursday. he had seen Paul Verney. 
Не wondered if Verney’s iron control had 
slipped during the weekend. Не had been 
bad news to Verney. 

When he had got through to him on 
the phone at nine-fifteen he had said, 
“You don’t know me, Mr. Verney. Му 
name is Bronson.” Не had considered 
using a false name, but had decided it 
showed a higher degree of confidence to 
use his own. “I want to see you person- 
ally on a matter of great importance to 
both of us.” 

Verney had a deep voice, careful artic- 
ulation. “I’m afraid I’m running on a 
very tight schedule today. Mr. Bronson. 
Can you tell me what this is all about?” 

“Г11 mention two names. Catton. Ro- 
vere. Now do you know? Mr. Verney? 
Mr. Verney, are you still . . .” 

“I’m still on the line, Bronson. Г11 see 
you at ten here in my office.” 

The offices were small and huslied. The 
girl told him to go right in. Vemey was 
behind his desk. a large man. gaunt, 
powerful looking. with black bair tbat 
had a dusty look. Probably in his early 
forties. but it was hard to judge. His 
eyes were deep-set, and he sat there in 
utter. expressionless stillness. 

Dru had said. “Не and Burt have been 
mixed up in all kinds of deals. Then they 
both got clipped badly in that adverse 
tax decision. A terrific amount to рау, 
once they added in the penalties and in- 
terest for five years. That’s why they 
agreed to take this chance I told you 
about. Paul talked Burt into the deal.” 

“Sit down, Bronson. What’s on your 

Q uietly Danny sat down. lit a ciga- 
rette, puffed the smoke across the 
desk and proceeded to tell Verney 
in detail what Verney and Catton had 
done and what they were planning to do. 
There was no flicker of the somber stare. 

“Where would you get such a curious 
.slory, Mr. Bronson?” 

“From Catton’s wife. I’m sort of a 
house guest. you could call it. I’m out 
at Catton’s camp. Near Kemp. Only Cat- 
ton doesn’t know about it.” 


“What do you want?” 

“All of it.” 

“Utterly impossible.” 

“Think it over.” 

“Even if I were to agree to such a fan- 
tastic proposal, Bronson, I’d still have 
to talk to Catton.” 

«^o talk to him and come out and see 
me on Sunday at two o’clock. 

k-/ When you talk to him. tell him 
I’ve got my guard way up. I wrote the 
whole story down. It’s in a safe place. 
When I stop reporting in, it goes to the 

see.” 

Danny was nettled by Verney’s com- 
posure. Не had anticipated a more vio- 
lent scene. Curses. threats. “How about 
a little gesture of good faith. Verney? 
An advance payment. One thousand.” 

“If you’ll come with me to the bank. 
It’s just a block away.” 

“Г11 wait right here.” 

Verney came back with the топеу in 
ten minutes. Не handed it to Bronson. 
“This is not to be construed as a guar- 
antee that Г11 accept your proposition. It 
is a guarantee of my wilfingness to talk 
further with you about it.” 

Verney arrived at the camp shortly 
after two. driving a black four- or 
five-year-old Dodge. Не wore a dark 
blue suit that needed a press and a dark 
gray felt hat. They sat at the blue metal 
table on the terrace. Danny offered coffee 
and Verney declined politely. 

“Naturally. Bronson. I’ve given your 
proposition a great deal of thought. I 
haven’t mentioned it to Mr. Catton. I 
want to take a more equitable proposi- 
tion to Mr. Catton.” 

‘Т won’t dicker. You’re the one caught 
in the wringer.” 

“I’m assuming you have a certain 
shrewdness. I'm a.ssuming you’ll listen. 
We entered on this venture as a method 
of getting hold of a large amount of cash 
in hand. Without this топеу. our tax in- 
debtedness will wipe us out almost com- 
pletely. We will have to liqiiidate prom- 
ising ventures before they have had a 
chance to рау off.” 

“I’m bleeding.” 

Verney seemed not to notice the inter- 
ruption. “Not only will we be wiped out. 
but future earnings will be obligated. 
You want tis to meet your demand be- 
caiise of frigbt. It is very difficult to 
frighten a penniless man. It cost Mr. 
Catton and myself sixty-five thousand 
dollars to go into this . . . venture you 
learned about. Your demand wouId wipe 
us out.” 

“I don’t know wbat the hell you’re 
driving at.” 

“This is an appeal to reason. If you 
keep on being stupid and greedy. you 
get notbing.” 

“Then you and Catton go to jail.” 
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‘■Callon w((n’t live to be sentenced. I 
can tliink of several ways I might avoid 
a sentence. Г11 take that chance rather 
than lose it all.” 

Bron.son felt a twinge of uneasiness. It 
did not look or sound like a bluS. “So 
what’s your offer?” 

"Let us go ahead with the marketing 
of the топеу the way we planned it. 
With care and patience we can realize 
a net profit of $262.000. We’ll cut you in 
for a full third, a hit more than 187.000. 
That’s a good deal of топеу. We pur- 
chased the entire amount for $6.'i.000. 
The offer is generous and I advise you to 
accept it.” 

“Do I look that stupid? Once it’s mar- 
keted. where am I? What could I prove?” 

“During the interim you will hold a 
complete confes.sion signed by Mr. Cat- 
ton and my.self, and you will surrender 
it on receij)t of your share. As far as that 
goes. I could burn it all tomorrow, 
eouldn’t I? Then where would youf proof 
he? l might ))refer that to risking jail.” 

Bronson hitched his chair forward, 
hrown arms on the tahle. “You boys will 
|)lay it my way. Г11 tell you why. I’m 
wanted for violation of parole. I owe the 
state seven vears. So I can’t wait around. 
Four days after I get the шопеу ГП be in 
Тигкеу. There’s no extradition.” 

Verney smiled a smile as eold as the 
underside of a frog. “I won’t accept 
ruin. Г11 hurn it first.” 

“Go on. Burn it up. Get rid of it. Don’t 
you think ihe F.B.I. will be able to back- 
track you anyway and tie you in?” 

Verney was utterly still. “Deadlock,” 
he said finally. 

Danny thoughl in silence. “All right. 
Two hundred ihousand. I wanl five thou- 
sand I can use. and the balance can be 
the hot sluff.” 

They dickered for another twenty min- 
ules. hut Danny did not waver. After the 
hlack Dodgc drove away. he mixed a 
highhall and toasted himself in one of 
the largest mirrors in the hedroom. 

P aiil Verney drove hack loward llan- 
cock on Route 90. wilh the speed- 
ometer needle at fifty, and with a 
blackness in his heart. The structure he 
had huilt for himself had started to 
crumble a уеаг ago. Each disaster had 
required a more desperate counter meas- 
ure. until 'he had taken this last desper- 
ale gamhle. the one that would make 
everything right. All the care he had used 
was wasted. Л sick and frighlened man 
had told his unfaithful young wife. and 
•she had lold her criminal consort. and 
it liad all hlown uj) in Verney’s face. 

No топеу in hislory had ever heen as 
hot as ihe Rovere ransom шопеу. For 
more ihan three years the nation had 
speculated ahout what could have hap- 
pened to the топеу. The brutality of the 
crime had been almost unprecedented. 


The nine-year-old twin sons of Calvin 
Rovere, a wealthy Техап, had heen kid- 
naj)ped from his summer ranch home in 
ihe hill country north of San Antonio. 
A half million in small hills was de- 
nianded. Police work and F.B.I. work 
on the case had been discreet and good. 
After Rovere accumulated the топеу, 
new bills were substituted—tens, twen- 
ties and fifties. each batch in precise 
serial sequence. These bills were me- 
chanically and тапиаПу aged, thorough- 
ly shuffled so as to eliminate the chance 
of the kidnapjiers detecting the serial 
sequence. then rejiackaged. It filled two 
large suitcases. Despite all counter- 
measures. the j^lan of transfer of the 
шопеу had heen so cleverly set up that 
the kidnappers were not apprehended 
during the transfer. Two weeks after the 
transfcr the bodies of the children were 
found in a shallow аггоуо not twenty 
miles from the ranch; it was evident they 
had been knocked on the head soon after 
the kidnapping. perhaps the same day. 

About three years later. and two 
/\ months after Catton’s heart attack. 

Verney returned from his office 
to the downtown cluh where he lived, 
and found a man named Roger Dixon 
waiting for him. Dixon looked prosjier- 
ous. confident and sleek. Не had heen 
a law school classmate of Verney’s. 
Dixon had gone into criminal law in De- 
troit and had been highly .successful un- 
til he wa.s disharred in 1949. Since that 
lime Dixon and Verney had heen in 
contact on minor niatters. Dixon’s sources 
of pertinent information were excellent. 

But ihis time Dixon seemed nervous 
and uncertain of himself. They went up 
lo Verney’s comfortable room lo talk. 
They were. as always. wary with each 
other. Their previous contacts had con- 
cerned matters which. though not tech- 
nically illegal. could not have been 
termed ethical. 

After some carefully casual small talk. 
Dixon had lowered his voice and said. 
“You and Catton took a hell of a tax 
licking. didn’t you?” 

“Fairly rough, Roger.” 

“Come off it. Paul. It was brutal. 
Cleans you out?” 

Verney. sensing where the conversa- 
tion was going. decided to be frank. 
“Close to it. We have some time.” 

“Do both you and Burt Catton have 
good and valid reasons for taking trips 
oiit of the C()untry?” 

“Yes. of course.” 

Dixon licked his lips. “How would you 
like to buy three hundred and twenty- 
seven thoiisand dollars for eighty thou- 
sand dollars?” 

“I’m prettv' desjierate. Roger. but not 
enoiigh to lake a chance on counterfeit.” 

“It’s not counterfeit. It’s the balance 
of the Rovere ransom. It’s perfectly good 


шопеу. The serial nunibers woul(ln‘t be 
identified abroad. Do it cleverly and by 
the time it filters back into the Federal 
Reserve system and is identified, they 
won’t be able to trace it back lo you.” 

Verney put his finger on the llaw. "If 
it’s that easy, why can I buy it at such 
a discount?” 

Dixon told hiiu the story of the топеу. 
“In the confusion when the gun baltle 
ended, a county cop grabbed one of ihe 
two suitcases and hid it in the brush 
three miles down the road. Не recovered 
it and sat on it for a уеаг, knowing that 
the three who could jirove he wasn‘t im- 
plicaled were dead. Finally he made a 
contact in Cleveland and he was glad to 
take ten thousand for it. Му principal 
paid twenty-live thousand for it about six 
months ago. The heat of that шопеу has 
never cooled, Paul. fle’s made some care- 
ful tries to unload it. Nobody wilh апу 
kind of record wants to risk touching it. 
If caught they'(l have to prove they 
weren"t iu on the Job, didn’t even bank- 
roll it.” 

"iio why me?” 

■‘You and Catton are both clean. 
You*ve taken a licking. And I know you. 
Paul. You’ve got iron nerves and larceny 
in your heart.” 

“Why don’t you try it. and |)ay for it 
out of the топеу you get when you con- 

"1 thought of that. Even if my princi- 
j)al trusted me that much and I could get 
a passjiort, I don’t think l’ve got the 
nerve.” 

■‘ГП have to think about it. And Г11 
have to check it out wlth Catton.” 

Catton had becn scared of tlic whole 
thing. Verney had talked to him for hours. 
Four good dollars for every one. They 
could set up (lunimy real c.statc traiisfcrs 
to account for the fiind.s. Verney jiainted 
a dark jiicture of how they would have to 
liquidate ahno.st conipletely to j)ay off the 
heavy lax assessment. I’inally Catton 
agreed. Between theni they had seventv- 
five thousand they could scrajie together. 
Verney contacted Dixon and offered him 
fifty. The fiiial jirice was scl at sixly-fivc. 

The шопеу was in Tulsa. Verney drove 
over to Detroit and llew down with Dixon. 
reserving his ticket under an assumed 
name. Не kejit his Detroit hotel room 
while they were gone. Verney had taken 
the jirecaution of jiackiiig the sixty-five 
thousand inlo two cigar b()xcs and mail- 
ing them to himself care of General Deliv- 
егу at Tulsa. 

T heir fliglit got in at ten in the morn- 
ing on a day of sickening heat. 
They met lwo mcn in a hotel siiite 
by prearrangement. They were small. fat, 
jiastv. cfficient nien who gave no names. 
shook 110 hands. One of thcni accompa- 
nied Vernev to the maiii jiost officc. Ва.ск 
at the hotel both batches of monev were 


countec). Verney’s hanc)s were sweaty as 
he totaled the packets of bills and ге- 
])laced them in the big brown suitcase. 

Ву three in the afternoon Verney and 
Dixon were on a flight out of Tulsa. Не 
slept that night in Detroit with the chain 
fastened on the hotel door. The next day, 
Sunday, Catton met him at his office. 

I t was agreed Verney would take an 
extended trip in November and De- 
cember. taking one hundred thousand 
with him, and handling tlie conversion and 
re-conversion of funds in six South Amer- 
ican countries. The monies so obtained 
would be used as partial payments on the 
tax indebtedness in .Ianuary. Ву then 
Catton would be able to travel, and would 
convert an equal amount in Central Amer- 
ica. The following summer Verney would 
convert the balance on the continent. Ву 
fall all tax claims would be satisfied and 
disaster would have been avoided. 

But a sick man's need to confide in 
someone, and a weak woman’s choice of 
a partner in her extramarital adventure 
had put Bronson into the picture. All the 
way back from the camp Verney was 
distressed by his inability to think with 
clarity and purpose. Не knew that аррге- 
hension had colored his mental processes. 
Не sensed that back in the tidy world 
of his room at the club, he would be able 
lo think methodically, undisturbed by 
Bronson’s tough, knowing smile. 

Не parked in the shed garage behind 
the club, walked through to the front 
elevator and pushed the third floor but- 
ton. A letter from his son had been 
shoved under the door. Не put on liis 
worn flannel smoking jacket and sat in 
the big leather chair half turned toward 
the windows. The sky over the city was 
overcast and a gray light came through 
the double windows. Не read the polite 
and dutiful letter, and noted where the 
boy hinted that this semester his expenses 
would be higher, The letter made hira 
think of Melissa. his wife. The boy’s 
turn of phrase could have been hers. She 
had died six years before. Her death 
had made life simpler. more orderly, 
more satisfying to him. There had been 
too many random factors when she was 
alive and when the boy was small. Не 
thrust her out of his mind and applied 
himself [о the problem at hand. 

Primary assumption: An abrupt brief- 
ing on the new situation might well kill 
Catton. This would be a financial advan- 
tage. But if it didn’t kill him. he might 
panic and do something stupid. His emo- 
tions were no longer dependable. It 
would be well to devise some other shock 
that would kill Catton later on .so there 
wouId not he the risk of sending him 
abroad to die of the .strain of travel with 
the ransom топеу in his possession. 

Possible course of action: say nothing 
to Catton and рау Danny Bronson his 
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lwo hundred thousand. Not a desirable 
course of action. 

Factors for consideration: Bronson is 
wanted for parole violation. Someone 
holds a written statement. 

Who would hold such a statement? 
It would not be in character to leave it 
with a bank or an attorney. Some close 
personal contact. Would Bronson trust 
a man of his own stripe? Not likely. 
Such a man might open the sealed state- 
ment and cut himself in. A relative? 
Мауће. A woman? Most probable. But 
not Drusilla. of course. 

Is there апу way of finding out who 
that woman is? If he is wanted, then he 
is being checked by a parole officer. Не 
would know Bronson’s contacts. 

Апу chance of overpowering Bronson 
and making him talk? Тоо risky. Not the 
type to talk. Very little weakness in him. 

Васк to the parole officer then. Bait the 
hook with a convincing lie. Marian would 
have Bronson’s nanre on the appoint- 
ment book as of last Thursday morning. 

Where is this heading? 

First I must make a try at retrieving 
the envelope, the statemeni. If I can, 
then I must kill Bronson. 

The idea was not as shocking to him 
as he had expected it to be. Yet it made 
his hands feel damp and chill. 

Though it was an involved and intri- 
cate situation, it had one great merit. The 
most dangerous and irrevocable step 
came at the very end. If there was no 
way of getting hold of the statement. he 
would have to рау Bronson off. 

Ву eleven o’clock on Monday morning 
Paul Verney had learned that a John 
Keefler was the parole officer who held 
the file on Daniel Bronson. When Keefler 
phoned back, they made an appoiirtment 
for two o’ clock in Verney’s office. 

eefler had a lunch of sauerkraut and 
franks at Mel Stodd’s courthouse 
restaurant because he was certain 
that there he would run into somebody 
who could give him a line on this lawyer 
named Paul Verney. Among the county 
and city cops. the reporters. the pcjiti- 
cians and the courthouse types there 
would be somebody to brief him. 

Не eyed the gang at the bar and, as 
he finished his lunch, selected Will 
Slater, an ех-сор, now a lawyer and an 
assistant D.A., a big, beefy man with a 
red face, silver hair and a тетогу like 
I.B.M. 

Slater came reluctantly over to Кее- 
fler's small table, bringing with him his 
big stein of black draught beer. 

“What’s on your mind, Johnny?” 

“One of my parolees is on the run. 
Danny Bronson. Know him?” 

“Husky blond. Worked for Bouchard 
and Kennedy. Three tours of duty at 
Alton.” 

“There’s a pickup out on him. Now I 
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get a call from a lawyer named Paul 
Verney who says he wants to talk to me 
about Bronson. WouId you think Bron- 
son is trying to set up a deal?” 

Slater thought for a minute. “No. 
Wouldn’t be Verney’s style. No criminal 
law. Mostly real estate. He’s a cutie. Не 
and Burt Catton made big топеу in real 
estate deals, but they played it too close 
and took a big tax clipping. He’s got 
shyster blood. No, he wouldn’t be front- 
ing for Bronson.” 

“Thanks. I hope it’s a tip. I want Dan- 
ny. He’s going back to Alton.” 

S later stood up. Не looked down at 
Keefler with contempt. ‘Т hear you 
got a hell of a program. Johnny. 
Send ’em all back. Then they can 
enlarge the prison. The Keefler wing. 
And we can all рау more taxes. See you 
around.” 

Johnny Keefler was £avorably im- 
pressed by Paul Verney. And it shocked 
him to hear Vemey tell him that Danny 
Bronson had had the brass to make an 
appointment with Verney and come in 
to see him only last Thursday, using his 
own name. Не was so mad that he had 
to ask Verney to repeat what he had said 
about Bronson wanting Verney to hold 
onto a sealed envelope for him and turn 
it over to the police in case anything hap- 
pened to him. 

“Ву God, I wish you’d kept it.” 

“I don’t solicit that sort of business, 
Mr. Keefler. Bronson was evasive and the 
fee he offered was suspiciously high. I 
didn’t саге to be made a party to black- 
mail. Не acted so suspiciouely that final- 
ly, this morning. just out of curiosity, I 
phoned the police and asked about him, 
on the off chance that he was using his 
own name. I found he was, and I was 
referred to you. I thought you should 
have this information.” 

“I appreciate it. I’ve been working like 
a dog on this, but I haven’t been able to 
pick up a lead. I’d half decided he’d 
taken off for good. I couldn’t figure what 
he was doing. This makes it look Ifke 
he’s got somebody on the hook. Maybe 
he’s working it alone, but I’d make a 
guess he’s got a woman in with him.” 

“I suppose you’ve checked his usual 
contacts.” Verney said. 

“And come up with nothing. The last 
time anybody saw him, before he came 
here, was on July twenty-fifth, when he 
took his brother a birthday present. His 
brother teaches at Brockton Jiinior Col- 
lege. You know, maybe when you said 
no. he dropped it off with his brother. I 
could go shake them up some. the brother 
and his wife. Ву God. if that pair lied to 

“Wait just a minute. Mr. Keefler. 
While he was being abusive and almost 
incoherent. he said something that might 
give you a lead. Не said he had friends 


who would do a little favor like that for 
him. Не mentioned two first names. Fred 
was one. and the other, I think, was 
Тотту.” 

Keefler sagged in the chair. “No last 
names?” 

“No.” 

“More leg work. Maybe fifty ог sixty 
guys! Г11 have to get moving on this. It 
sounds like he was heading for a big 
score. If he makes it. he’ll be long gone.” 

After a two hour session in Central 
Records, cross-checking the punch cards 
against the yellow sheet records. Keefler 
had a list of twenty-six poesibles. It was 
smaller than he had dared hope, and he 
had begun to look forward to the evening 
with pleasure. Не had known most of the 
men on the list for years. Set it up with 
each one just right. Maybe this way. 
“Danny Bronson did some talking before 
he died an hour ago. Go get that envelope 
you’re holding for him.” When he hit the 
one who was hiding the envelope there’d 
be a reaction you could detect. 

L ucille Bronson had tried to go back to 
sleep Tuesday morning after she 
J heard Lee drive out, but without 
success. The dreary look of the day was 
depressing to her. She sat on the edge of 
the bed in the pajama top of Lee’s that 
she slept in, and stretched and yawned 
and tousled her hair and wondered what 
she would do with all of the long gray 
days that stretched ahead of her. 

After she put on a new mouth she got 
dressed in a green velvet thing that 
Lee. duiing friendlier days, had called 
her battle dress. It was one piece with 
short sleeves and knee length legs, with 
a zipper down the back and a wide belt 
with a brass buckle to cinch it tight 
around her narrow waist. She drank cof- 
fee and read a paper with no news in it, 
and no ads of апу good movies showing. 
Then she found herself staring at the 
row of canisters, at the biggest one, at 
the one with the mysterious envelope 
Danny had put in it. She felt a little 
shiver start in the pit of her storaach and 
run up into her throat. 

Why not? Danny didn’t have to know. 
Anyway, it was his fault Lee was mad at 
her. And Danny had called her a slut. 
Who did he think he was. calling her a 
slut? Jailbird! But if he found out, he 
would hurt Jier. If he found out. 

She got up quickly. locked the house 
and took the envelope from the canister. 
No harm in just looking. It was sealed 
with scotch tape. When she picked up a 
corner with her thumbnail. the рарег 
started to come with it. She couldn’t 
steam it open. not with tape on it. 

Suddenly she had an idea. She trotted 
to Lee’s desk. opened the unlocked draw- 
er where he kept his envelopes. Не had 
some so close to the same size Danny 
would never notice. And scotch tape of 


the same vviilth. She tuok a 1ип;; hreath 
and then ripped the envelope open. It 
vvas vvritten in ink in Danny’s scravvl: 

То K'hom h Мау Conrrrn: 

Burt Cutton and Paul Уегпеу have 
got the rest of the Rovere ransom 
dough. Dru Catton told me about it. 
They fifiure on peddlinp it outside 
the country. V егпеу houfiht it throufih 
a Detroit contact und picked it up 
in Tulsa. The contact icas somebndy 
namcd Dickson. I am dealing icith 
Уегпеу and Тт trying to take it off 
them and ij anything happens to me 
it icill be on account of one of them 
did it or arranged it. Маке sure Веп 
Wix!er gets to read this. Не knotvs I 
voouidn’t kid on this kind of a deal. 

Daniei A. Bronson 

Lucille read it again, trembling vvith 
excitement. This vvas kinda like the tele- 
vision. As an inveterate reader of the so- 
cial colunins. she knevv of Biirton Catton 
and his young .second vvife vvho used to 
ride shovv horses. The name Paui Verney 
had a familiar ring. Something to do vvith 
rharity drives. Vnd there vvasn’t anybody 
vvho didn’t knovv about that Rovere ran- 
som and those poor tvvin kids. 

She put it back in the envelope. the 


nevv envelope. carefully duplicated the 
vvay the scotch tape had heen appiied, 
then bent it and dog-eared it until it 
iooked like the original. She hurned 
Danny’s envelope in the iittered fireplace. 
and hastened to put the nevv enveiope 
back in the canister. 

I t vvas a lot of топеу. Hundreds of 
thousands. She had no doubt he 
vvould get it. Не vvas strong. Keefier 
vvas after him, but once he had that 
топеу Keefler could never catch him. She 
bit her thumbnail painfully into the 
quick and she knevv that more than апу- 
thing else in the vvorid. she vvanted to go 
along vvith Danny vvhen he came back to 
pick up the envelope. Life was supposed 
to be gay. This marriage was a trap and 
this stinking little house was a trap. This 
wasn’t the kind of life she had been 
meant for. It was easy for her to imagine 
how life could be with Danny . . . 

. . . Lucille and Danny were on a little 
terrace outside their hotel suite. overlook- 
ing the deep blue water of the harbor. 
Two waiters had rolled breakfast in on a 
littie jingling cart. and one of them car- 
ried an ice bucket with a bottie of cbam- 
pagne. She and Danny were dressed for 
the private beach of the hotel, in new 
cabana sets of Italian design. Danny 


didn’t look the same. I4ow hc had more 
of a Сагу Grant iook. And he lookcd at 
her lovingly and they jokcd fondly about 
how annoyed he had heeu at first when 
she had hlackmailed him into hringing 
her along . . . 

Lee didn't come home for lunch on 
Tuesdays. She lalked on the phone for 
over an hour with Kuthie. Kiithie hintcd 
that she’d like to coine over. but Lucille 
knew that if Kuthie was right ihere. she 
woiildn’l he ahle to keep froni lelling her. 
There was a feeling of electric brighlness 
inside her. as though .she were glowing. 

Lee came back from ihe schoid at four 
with a wholc stack of papers to go over 
and he said he had to gel right at it be- 
cause he was going lo Dr. Hanghtun’s 
hou.se afler dinner for a conference. Dr. 
Haughton wa.s head of the F.nglish de- 
partment. Не finished the papers just be- 
fore dinner. Не lookeil tired. particularly 
around the eyes. Novv that she had de- 
cided to go wilh Danny. she felt sweet 
and sad toward Lee. .She had Iried to 
make dinner niee. bul he didn’t .seem to 
notice. .lusl as they were finishing. she 
savv him staring at her and she sniiled 
and said. “I got a smutch on my face or 
something?” 

“I was wondering what ymi do with 
yourself all day long. that’s all.” 
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She turned off her smile. “Oh, I just 
sJop around here. You're tlie one with the 
big brain.” 

“Let’s not fight. There’s been too much 
of that lately.” 

“So it’s like I start it every time now. 
I like that! I really do!” 

Не looked so patient, so high and 
mighty. She told him how little he was 
and how little his job was. She raked him 
with her tongue and probed expertly at 
his weaknesses and watched him change 
color until finally he jumped to his feet, 
yelled, “Shut up!”, snatched his coat 
from the hall closet and banged the 
front door as he left. The car wouldn’t 
start right away. Afler he drove away 
she permitted herself five minutes of 
quiet tears. Then she washed the dishes 
quickly and careless!y, and stacked them 
away, still faintly agleam with grease. 

When the front doorbell rang fifteen 
minutes later. she decided it was Ruthie. 
She flipi)ed off her apron, patted her hair, 
and walked qiiickly through the House. 
The man was big and lean. She looked 
beyond him and ^saw there was no car 
parked at the curb. “Mrs. Bronson? I’d 
like to speak to you a moment. Мау I 
come in?” As he asked the question he 
stepped in and closed the door. 

‘Т guess you’re already in. Му husband 
isn’t here. Are you selling something?” 

Не moved from the hallway into the 
living room and she was forced to follow 
him. It annoyed her that he didn’t take 
off his dark hat. Не wore leather gloves. 
It made her feel uneasy that she had let 
him come in so readily. She asked his 
name and was unhappy to hear the 
tremor in her voice. 

“l’m doing a favor for a friend. A mu- 
tual friend. I don’t ihink I have to men- 
tion his name. Не left something with 
you for safekeeping. Не asked me to pick 
it up.” 

She backed away. licked her lips. “I 
don’t . . . understand.” 

“Yes you do. I want the paper your 
brother-in-law left here. Get it. please.” 

“How . . . how do I know he sent 
you?” she asked. and then wondered if 
she had made a mistake. 

“It isn’t safe for him to come. You 
should know that. Get it, please.” 

T he authority in his tone sent her two 
steps toward the kitchen. When she 
stopped he was so close behind her 
she took another step back away from 
him. “How do I know . . .” Не backed 
her into the kitchen, his face expression- 
less. “I won’t give it to you!” 

“Where is it?” he asked. She glanced 
toward the canisters. She could not help 
glancing toward them. She looked back 
at him and sensed the extreme tension 
he was under. Не grabbed her arm and 
swung her toward the canisters. “Which 
one?” he asked. When she tried to 


squirm away from his hard grasp- he 
I)ushed her away with such violence she 
fell and slid half under the sink, half 
dazed by the fall. She turned and saw 
him dumping out the contents of the 
canisters. Sugar, salt, flour, spilling on 
the counter top and the floor. Не picked 
up the envelope, ripped it open, glanced 
at the letter, shoved letter and envelope 
into his pocket. 

She stood up uncertainly and said, 
“Did he get the топеу?” 

Не turned and looked at her. His ех- 
pression had changed in a curious way. 
It made her feel crawly. “You know 
about the топеу. Does уоиг husband 
know?” 

“Lee doesn’t know . . .” His intention 
was clear and horrid as he came toward 
her. She whirled and snatched open the 
knife drawer, and the leather hand closed 
on the nape of her neck as she scrabbled 
at the handles. She ecreamed once. saw 
the white sheen of the edge of the sink 
thrust up toward her. felt sick impact 
and the skin split across her forehead ... 
felt herself lifted, slammed down again, 
down through gray mist and down and 
endlessly falling. 

E i Bronson drove back from the meet- 
ing with Dr. Haughton feeling ге- 
freshed and renewed. Haughton’s 
kinđ of integrity would make it difificult 
for Keefler to get him suspended. 

As he drove home he resolved to try 
harder with Lucille. 'Не had expected too 
much from her, perhaps, had expected 
adult reactions of which she was incapa- 
ble. Were he to treat her as a child. set 
up a code of reward and punishment, she 
might feel more secure. As he turned into 
the drive he saw the lights were on in 
living room and kitchen. After he put the 
car in the narrow old garage. he paused 
halfway to the back steps and looked up 
at the night sky, at a sliver of moon mov- 
ing through the clouds. The night air 
was cool and damp. 

Не was halfway through the kitchen 
when he saw the spilled canisters. His 
first thought was that Lucille had done it 
in one of her temper tantrums. And then 
he saw her in front of the sink. curled on 
her side. cheek against the floor. blood 
under her head and under the outflung 
arm, blood in golden hair, blood on green 
velvet, blood from the utter ruin of 
her face. Не could not know how long 
he stood there in shock and sickness be- 
fore going to her, kneeling clear of the 
blood. lightly touching a shoulder. resili- 
ent, but neither warm nor cold—and 
stood up and gagged and backed away. 
His tears made the scene wavery. 

After he phoned from the living room, 
the house seemed very still. Не heard the 
refrigerator go on. heard a distant hiss 
of bus brakes. And then a thin oncoming 
whine of a siren. Не turned on the porch 


lights and went out. heard the siren drop 
to a low immediate growl, and waved 
when the spotlight flicked across him. 

S ergeant Ben Wixler had worked from 
eight-thirty to five on Tuesday, the 
sixteenth of October, and, as the 
acting head of a section, had been driven 
home by one of the patrol cars on the 
four to twelve. Не went up the long walk 
to the small trim house. kissed Beth in 
the kitchen where sounds of six-shooters 
came up through the floor from the play- 
room in the basement where the three 
kids were watching television. 

“Remember about tonight?” she asked. 
“I do. It proves I am a man of honor 
and courage to have come home at all. 
I shall wear a horrid grin in honor of 
уоиг brother and his lovely Eleanor—all 
evening. Like this.” 

“Stop! And you’ll be boping the phone 
will ring.” 

Не slapped the back of her skirt and 
went off to take his shower. 

Ву twenty minutes of twelve that eve- 
ning, Ben had stifled so manv yawns his 
jaw ached. It was astonishing that Beth. 
so quick and gay and amusing. could 
have such a dullard for a brother. The 
telephone interrupted one of Hank’s 
pointless stories. Nine minutes later Ben 
Wixler was two blocks from the house 
in the sedan that had picked him up. in 
the back seat with Detective Dan Means. 
Detective А1 Spence was in the front 
seat beside the driver. 

А1 turned around and briefed Ben 
Wixler. “Housewife on Arcadia. Beaten 
to death. We should hit there about ihe 
same time as the lab truck. The first call 
came in at eleven twenty-eight. The hus- 
band i)honed it in. Says he came home 
and found her.” 

Ben leaned back in his seat. It sounded 
pat. Heavy drinking. quarrel. drunken 
blow that was too hard. clumsy attempt 
to make it look like somebody else did 
it. Не hoped there weren’t апу kids this 
ime. Ten minutes would turn the husband 
into a blubbering slob, bellowing out his 
repentence. 

There were three ofificial vehicles in 
front of 1024 Arcadia. A cop was keeping 
the people back from the lighted porch. 
Мапу of them wore coats over pajamas. 
and they were trying to see into the house. 
The lab truck bad arrived. and Ben 
<t)grched the men get out of it. Roamer 
and Catelli. The top team. They’d wait 
for his word to go ahead. 

Wixler talked to the husband in the 
small. untidy living room. Не listened 
carefully to the story. trying to size up 
Bronson as he listened. Tall. husky. good- 
looking guv. No liquor here. Stunned. 
Monotone. Moves like he thought he’d 
break. Ben sent Spence to check the 
alibi, and sent Means around to check 
the motor and tail pipe heat on the 
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Brons-on car. Ву the time both factors 
had been checked out, Ben was willing 
lo follow his first hnnch and concede that 
Bronson was a decent man. tronbled and 
hurt. Rental house. Slovenly housekeep- 
ing. A Havor of unhap|)iness in this house. 
Woman must have been something, if the 
face was anything as good as the body. 
Bashed her against the edge of the sink 
a lot more times than necessary. Bloody, 
brutal mess. Spilled flour and sugar and 
salt. Shadow pattern where a man was 
standing as it spilled around his shoes. 

The medical examiner arrived. The 
body was chalked out and moved so he 
could examine it. after the pictures were 
laken. Не gave his first estimate of time 
of death as between quarter of eight and 
quarter of nine that evening. Cause of 
(leath was. tentatively, repeated heavy 
blows in the facial area resulting in multi- 
ple skull fracture.s. It would have to have 
been done by a powerful man. con.sider- 
ing the inertia of the unconscious body. 

In the living room Ben checked his 
reconstruction with Л1 .Spence. “.She was 
home alone. .She let him in. They went 
into the kitchen. Не started looking for 
soniething in those cans. She tried to go 
for a knife. Не grabbed her and killed 
her. We know that sequence because there 
was flour under her body. flour from his 
clothes that came ofl while he was bang- 
ing her against the sink. Не didn’t seem 
to look anyplace else. So he either found 
what he wanted. or got scared and ran 
after he *killed her. Маке sure Catelli 
vacuums Bronson’s clothes and shoes.” 

Means was still working when А1 
Spence and Ben Wixler took Bronson 
downtown. They left him in a bare room 
for an hour. Ву the time Ben was ready 
to talk to him he knew most of I.ee’s 
history. knew the record of Danny Bron- 
son. and was most curious about the 
twenty fifty-dollar bills Dan Means had 
found in the locked drawer of the living 
room desk. Wixler had developed an 
extraordinarily eflective .style of interro- 
gation. Не talked quietly. conversa- 
tionally, reas.sHringly. Не .sat across the 
small bare table from f.ee Bronson. told 
him Haughton had verified his story and 
the department no longer considered him 
a suspect. Не said Lee’s own record was 
good. But. he added quietly. the situation 
was clouded by the fact that Lee’s brother 
was a wanted man. 

I I was all ihe encouragement Lee 
Bronson needed. Wixler noted that 
Lee Bronson seemed anxious to tell 
about Keefler. too. As the story un- 
folded Wixler concealed his growing 
anger at the tactics and approach of 
,Iohnny Keefler. When. by prearrange- 
ment, А1 Spence came in with the steam- 
ing pot of coffee. the three heavy white 
mugs. Wixler said, ‘Т want Johnny 
Keefler brought in.” 


Wixler imt the envelope on the table. 
“Here’s the топеу you told me about. 
the thousand Danny left with Lucille. 
You realize where this leads. Whoever 
killed her was hunting for something.” 

Lee grimaced. and said slowly. “Not 
Danny. I can’t see him killing Lucille. 
Not that way. Not апу way. His attitude 
has always been . . . it’s like a business.” 

“All right. Maybe he left something 
else with her slie didn’t tell you about. 
A bigger amount of топеу. She tried to 
get cute about it. Не lost his head. A 
fourth conviction and he’s in for life.” 

Again Lee shook his head. “Danny 
could make people talk. Не knows how. 
Не wouldn’t kill her.” 

“Unless she threatened to do some 
talking that would hurt him?” 

“Then . . . not that way. Not so messy.” 

ixler had the weary hunch that 
Lee was right. The murder had 
that distinctive look of amateur 
passion and violence. Не left Bronson 
with Spence and went to the lab to check 
on Catelli’s report. Catelli was nearly 
finished. 

“The guy got blood on his shoe, the 
left shoe, on the outside near the toe. 
Right about here. Two steps in the 
kitchen, and then we pick up one on the 
bottom step of the back porch. And for 
the first time since I’ve been in the busi- 
ness. maybe I’ve got some prints that 
mean something. That canister took prints 
well. Some fresh ones of hers. And half 


the tip of a middle finger. Dan Means 
told me to check the Danny Bronson 
])rints. and 1 got a match there that will 
stand u]). But it was pretty well dried 
out. Nowhere near as fre.sh as hers. A 
week old. maybe. No prints on that 
шопеу. Nothing on knobs and latches. 
Either they were wii)ed or he wore 
gloves.” 

When he went back to the small room. 
he found Lee Bronson very depressed be- 
cause he had remembered the last words 
he had spoken to his wife. Bronson 
couldn’t account for an old print of 
Danny’s on the canister. But he admitted 
that Lucille coiild have been concealing 
more information from him. Wixler told 
him that measurements of the one clear- 
est footprint outlined by flour indicated 
a size twelve shoe. Lee Bronson’s shoe 
size was ten and a half. and he said 
Danny’s feet were slightly smaller. Ten, 
he thought. Wixler gave Spence orders 
to take Bronson back to the house to 
pick up what he’d need, and then take 
him to a hotcl. 

В у then Keefler had been waiting for 
forty-five minutes. Siience said he 
had been picked up in Plato’s Bar 
on Fifth Street. Keefler came in angrily. 
“I don’t know what the hell you peo|)le 
think you’re doing. I’m working on the 
Bronson case and you уапк me in off 
the street like a bum.” 

“Sit down and lower your voice. You’re 
not a member of the force, Keefler. You 
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have no special standing in this room.” 

“I got a gun license and your clowns 
took my . . .” 

“Shut up and sit down!” Wixler roared. 
“Or you go in the tank to cool ofl and we 
talk in the morning.” Keefler looked 
shocked. Не sat down, less defiant. but 
still flushed. “You reported Danny Bron- 
son in violation of parole. Your responsi- 
bility ended there. You have no authority 
to look for him. If your case load isn’t 
lieavy enough. ask for more. You ех- 
ceeded your authority. You threatened 
Lee Bronson. a private citizen. If we 
hear of апу more of that kind of activity, 
Г11 lodge an official complaint.” 

Keefler hegan to yell. Не slapped tlip 
tahle to]). Не was incoherent. .Spence and 
Wixler exchanged startled glances. Wix- 
ler hegan to make out some of the 
phrases. “More about i)olice work than 
vou punks’ll ever know. I got leads. He’s 
working solo or with a woman on a black- 
uiail kick and he’s planted a statement 
somewhere for insurance and I was after 
it when you pulled me in.” 

Again Spence and Wixler exchanged 
glances. Wixler went to work on Keefler. 
Keefler told of his contact with Paul 
Verney. how Verney had found out he was 
Bronson’s parole officer. Не was aston- 
ished to learn that Lee Bronson hadh’t 
heen locked up. Then he pleaded. on the 
biisis of his knowledge of the case. to be 
perniitted to work on it with Wixler’s 
people. Ben let the question hang. “John- 
пеу.” he said mildly. “I wouldn't let you 
put an overtime tag on a tricycle. I don’t 
think you should be permitted to be in 
contact with апу paroled convict. I feel 
that so strongly. I’m going to make it my 
husiness to see that the job is taken away 
from you. Your police pension will саггу 
you. Don’t bring ui) your record because 
your record stinks. And don’t try to hint 
ahout influence, because you haven’t got 
a friend in the city. Now get out of here. 
If you stick your nose into police work, 
we’ll jail you.” 

K eefler did not move for ten .seconds. 
Then he made his previous tirade 
. sound. by comparison. reasonable. 
Wixler and Sjtence realized they were 
dealing wilh a sick mind. The scene was 
shocking and disturbing. The spluttering 
tirade made no sen.se. There wae some- 
thing about 4n Uncle Mose and a Home. 
And names that meant nothing to Spence 
oi Wixler. If there was апу thread of 
logic. it was that Keefler had. all his 
life. indulged in a erusade against filth, 
against people who could not be permit- 
ted lo live. There was hot satisfaction in 
the recounting of the names of the men 
hc had killed. Keefler banged bis arti- 
ficial hand on the table. Не cursed the 
.softnes.s. the weakne.s.s of all other offi- 
rers. Ben Wixler picked out one curious 
phrase. “. . . like I got Kowalsik.” 
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Wixler leafed through the old files in 
his тетогу. Kowalsik. Не brought a 
grimy label on a faded folder into 
focus. Kowalsik. Gilbert Peter. And a 
particularly unsavory glossy photograph 
of the body after it was taken from the 
lake. Не interrupted the outburst of hate 
and violence and asked mildly if Јоћппу 
wt)uld please fill in a few details on ех- 
actly how he got Cilbert Kowalsik. 
Keefler olianged completely. His eyes 
were wide and oddly blank. Не sat down 
mildly. Не looked at his artificial hand. 
Не said quietly. “That’s a funny thing 
to say. Ben. I didn’t say anything about 
Cil KowaI.sik. Where’d you get the idea 
I did?” 

“You called him KowaI.sik and now 
you call him Cil. You must have known 
him. ЈоИппу.” 

It was not easy from then on. but it 
was inevitable. Dan Means joined in. 
They got out the file. They showed 
Johnny the pictures. SIowly. (Jeftly, work- 
ing as a team. they extracted the sicken- 
ing admission of guilt. When they tried 
to lock hini up. the ^ck mind broke and 
he had to be placed under restraint in 
the psycho ward of West Lake Hospital. 

hen Paul Verney’s alarm awak- 
ened him at six o’clock on 
Wednesday morning, the memo- 
ries of the previous night came roarrng 
back into his mind, like the shocking dive 
of a fast train into a tunnel. The act of 
violence hafl unleashed emotions he had 
not suspected he was capable of, and 
had caused curiously amnesiac reactions 
that frightened him. In his тетогу the 
sequence of events was јегку and epi- 
sodic. like an old moving picture crudely 
edited. After he grabbed her there was 
a gap. a blankness. and the next thing 
he knew was that she sagged dead in his 
grasp. and had been dead a long time, 
and he had apparently kept striking her 
head against the sink edge long after 
there was апу neces.sity. Just as .euddenly. 
without тетогу or transition. he was 
three blocks from the house trying to 
turn the door handle of his locked car, 
and did not know how long he had been 
doing that senseless thing. or who might 
have passed and seen him. Then he had 
noticed the telltale white of flour on the 
front of topcoat. trousers and shoes. Не 
had brushed and stomped with frantic 
haste. unlocked the саг and gotten in . . . 
and was suddenly putting his кеу into 
the door of his room on the tliird floor 
of the Centre Club. It was as though a 
wire to some basic terminal had come 
loose. and his brain kept cutting out. 

Once back in the room he had regained 
some measure of confidence. Не had read 
and burned the damaging note. Не could 
find no trace of flour on his clothing. 
The girl had been vapid and easiljf han- 
dled. Не could still feel in his righf hand 


the fragility of the nape of her neck as 
he had closed his hand areund it. It was 
alarming to him that the sensation had 
an element of pleasure. This was an ad- 
venture of logic, not i)leasure. The ге- 
trieving of the statement was like a war- 
rant for Bronson’s death. A quick death, 
before he could learn of the death of his 
sister-in-law. 

Не dressed hurriedly. i)ocketed the 
Belgian 32 autoniatic with full clip that 
he had taken. years ago. from a hot- 
tempered client. It was untraceable. Не 
carried a suitcase with enough books in 
it to give it a convincing weight. Не drove 
as fast as he dared, faster than he had 
ever driven before, watching carefully 
for the highway patrol. At the camp he 
pulled in beside the green sedan he had 
seen hefore. and blew the car horn. Не 
got out of the car, took the suitcase out, 
blew the horn again, and walked around 
to the terrace. Не laid the suitcase flat 
on the metal topped tahle and stood he- 
hind the tahle. hands in his topcoat pock- 
ets. The morning was cold. with a thin 
smell of the winter to come. 

Danny Bron.son came out of the door 
onto the terrace. hair tousled. face thick 
with sleep. eyes angry and alert. His right 
hand was in the deep pocket of a white 
terrycloth robe. “What the hell. Verney?” 

‘Т brought it. What should I do? Таке 
it back and bring it this afternoon? 
Would you like that better? You’re get- 
ting what you want. damn you!” 

Danny’s expression changed as he 
looked at the hig suitcase. “Don’t get 
hot. It isn’t even eight o’clock yet.” Не 
moved closer. “How about the good five 
grand?” 

“Inside. Separately wrapped. Go ahead. 
Open it.” 

T here were two catches. Bronson did 
as Verney expected. Не used both 
hands on them. The rohe pocket 
sagged. As he touched the catches. Paul 
Verney snatched his right hand out of 
his topcoat pocket and shot Bronson in 
the face at point blank range. The sound 
was an unimpressive snap in the open air. 
Bronson velled with harsh surprise and 
staggered back, hand diving into the robe 
pocket. Verney fired at the left side of 
the broad chest. Bronson fell awkwardly. 
As Verney stej^ped around the table, 
Bronson was fighting to lift his own 
weapon. Verney leaned over and put the 
gun against Bronson’s forehead . . . and 
then he was standing over Bron.son. who 
lay dead. and his finger ached from 
straining at the useless trigger of the 
empty gun. and he did not know how 
long he had been there. There was a 
hole beside Bronson’s nose. a small stain 
on the chest of the robe. and five holes 
so close together in the tan forehead 
they could have heen covered by a silver 
dollar . . . and he was driving down the 



gravel road. Не svverved violently when 
the big convertible swung around the 
corner, forcing him into the shallow 
ditch. Drusiila Catton stopped opposite 
him and rolled her window down and 
leaned out and said, “What in the fat 
world are уои doing here, Paul?” 

“Dru . . . Dru, Pve got to talk to you. 
I’ve talked to Bronson. Let me ride down 
with you.” 

H e got in beside her. She looked at 
him obliquely and said, “Му, how 
nervous! Danny is leaning on you, 
isn’t he? Are you squirming, darling? 
You look so terribly sweaty.” 

She parked behind the house. Не knew 
she would see Danny the moment she 
walked around the house. A vague plan 
was beginning to form in his mind. Не 
came up behind her as she started around 
the house. Не took a deep breath and 
locked his forearm across her throat. Her 
strong body convulsed with a strength 
that took him off balance. They fell heav- 
ily, but he did not lose his hold. Her 
struggles rolled them over. Не felt her 
body begin to loosen . . . and he lay 
holding her, his arm cramped, eyes 
squeezed shut, knowing she was dead 
and not knowing how long. As he stood 
up and looked down at her bloated and 
frightful face, a commercial airliner went 
over and he had to fight the instinct to 
run and hide. Не thought carefully and 
for a long time. 

Не took her into the house, undresseđ 
her, hung up her clothes and dropped 
her nude body on a rug beside the 
bed. In a shed behind the camp he found 
a roll of wire and some cinder blocks. 
Не took Danny’s body out onto the glassy 
little lake in the green rowboat tied to 
the dock, wired the blocks to his ankles 
and dumped him over. The boat rocked 
violently. When the water was still, he 
peered down. Не could not see him. 
Васк in the camp, just as he was getting 
frantic, he found the keys to the green 
sedan. Не hooked up a hose he found 
in the shed and washed down the flag- 
stones where Danny’s head had been, 
rinsing off the blood and flecks of tissue 
and a single curved fragment of bone. 

Не drove the green sedan up to the 
curve in the road and put it into the 
deepest part of the ditch, raced it in 
gear until the wheels dug in deeply. Не 
worked his own car out of the ditch. 
Не was in 'his office by eleven, and 
learned that a Detective Spence had been 
in to see him at ten o’clock and would 
return later. Spence came back at noon. 
Не was a spare man with scurfy hair 
and a long, dusty-looking face. His cas- 
ual manner reduced Verney’s concealed 
alarm. Spence wanted the story of 
Keefler’s visit. Verney told him. Не 
sensed he was making a good impression. 
Verney showed genuine shock when he 


heard of Keefler’s confession of murder, 
and manufactured shock when Spence 
told him of the death of Lucille Bronson. 
Spence said, “Sergeant Ben Wixler is in 
charge of the case. It looks like some- 
body was after the envelope Danny tried 
to leave with you, and it looks like he 
left it with Lucille Bronson. Anyway, 
Danny is about nineteen times as hot as 
he was, and Ben Wixler will get to the 
bottom of it.” Не stood up and smiled 
wearily. “Не always does.” 

After Spence left, Verney felt uneasy 
despite his certainty the interview had 
gone well. Не quieted himself with logic. 
Four people had known the contents of 
that envelope. Lucille Bronson, Drusilla 
Catton, Danny Bronson and Paul Ver- 
пеу. Paul Verney would not talk. It 
was over now. Wixler would have noth- 
ing to go on. Не coidd force the тетогу 
of violence out of his mind, and go on 
as before. Не decided to set ahead the 
date of his trip to South America. 

B en Wixler sat in his office at ten 
o’clock on the morning of Thursday 
October eighteenth, discussing the 
murder of Lucille Bronson with Inspec- 
tor Wendell Matthews, a small, chubby 
man with a talent for administration and 
a special regard for Ben Wixler and his 


present and potential future value to the 
department. 

“Do you think Bronson did it?” Mat- 
thews asked. 

<«/^even to one against it. Не was using 
her as a drop. Lee Bronson didn’t 
Kv know about it. Somebody he was 
gouging came after a statement. Lee 
didn’t do it. Let’s take a look at Mr. X. 
Danny had something on him. Не turned 
out to be tougher than Danny knew. Не 
either guessed where the statement was, 
went and got it and killed the girl be- 
cause she knew wbat Danny had on him, 
ог he got to Danny first, tortured tlie 
information out of him, and went after 
the document and the girl after killing 
Danny. Either way, he’d kill Danny. 
What do we know about him? Size twelve 
shoes. Nobody saw him in the neighbor- 
hood. Nobody. No prints. Powerful man. 
Deep streak of brutality. Clever enough 
so that if my logic is апу good. we won't 
find Danny in a hurry. He’s the man 
with something to hide. If Dannv’s been 
in the area since .lune, he’s had a pretty 
good hideout to work from.” 

“Г11 buy all of that.” Matthews said, 
The phone rang. Wixler answered, raade 
notes on his desk pad. 

Не hung up and grinned at Matthews. 



l^TOTHIIlSrGl- does so i:nu.o]a 
foi* a, лАг-ота,п. ... • ^ 
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"Л 1)геак. That was Donovan of tlie C.I. 
Ifureau of the State Police. He’s found 
out where Danny’s l)een hiding.” 

Ben Wixler. Л1 Spence. and Inspector 
Matthews were at the Catton camp within 
the hour. As it was outside their juris- 
dictio)! and they had heen ealled as a 
niatter of courtesy. it would have been 
improper to arrive with lab men, or too 
many people. Ben directed the driver. 
They passed the green sedan mired in 
ihe ditch. There were four trooper cars 
at the camp. and a hig convertible. 

Лп anonvmous call. prohahlv from 
voung peoj)le looking for a quiet road. re- 
|)orted the sedan in the ditch the previous 
evening. Л highway patrol car checked 
it at inidnight. The troopers couldn’t 
raise anyhody at the camp. The registra- 
tion |)ai)ers were in hoth cars. The con- 
vertihle was in the name of a Mrs. Bur- 
ton Catton in Haneock. The sedan was 
registered to a Mr. .lack Young of the 
village of Kemj). When it was discovered 
ihe address given for ,Iack Young was 
|)hony. the trooj^ers were instructed to 
return lo the house and investigate fur- 
iher. They entered the unlocked house 
al three in the morning and found the 
mide hody of a strangled woman in the 
hedroom. 

ЛВег photograi)hy. fingerprinting. nail 
scra|)ing and coroner’s examination. the 
woman’s hody was removed to a funeral 
honie in Kemj) pending formal identifi- 
ration. The phone li.sted in Hancock un- 
der the name of Burton Catton did not 
answer. Donovan’s lab people. gning over 
ihe house carefully. found enough finger- 
jirints to conclude that Mrs. Catton and 
•some man had been living in the camp 
for an extended period of time. Purely 
as a matter of routine. the numerical 
analysis of the man’s prints was com- 
jiared with the analysis on current file 
for all wanted men in the area. and the 
|)rints proved lo he Daniel Bronson’s. 
Л| that point Donovan had jrhoned the 
llancoek Police Department and had 
been connected with Wixler’s office. ЛВег 
talking to Wixler. he had phoned the 
Catton numher again and found that. 
due lo ill health. Mr. Catlon had a night 
switch on the phone and it had been 
turned off. When asked if his vvife was 
at home. Mr. Catton had left the phone 
and returned and .said that she was not 
in and her bed had not been slept in. 
Не had sounded di.slurhed. It was esti- 
mated that the woinan had been dead for 
lwenty hours at the time of examination. 
That would place it at ahout eight o’clock 
Wednesday inorning. 

D onovan took them into the camp and 
showed them where the body had 
been found. His people were still 
working there. When they went back out 
onto the terrace Donovan said, “I recon- 
struct it this way. Bronson quarreled 
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with the woman and killed her. Не left 
in a panic, taking no time to pack. Не 
was in too much of a hurry and put his 
car in the ditch. Не did not take her 
car. as it is too conspicuous an automo- 
bile. Му guess is that he walked out to 
Route 90 and hitchhiked. He’s had a big 
start on us.” 

Catton arrived ten minutes later, in a 
patrol car. Не was small and gray and 
old, with a tired listlessness in his face. 
Donovan questioned him and a uniformed 
man took notes. 

T he last time Catton had seen his wife 
was at five o’clock on Tue.sday 
afternoon when she had come in. 
changed and gone out again. Since his 
illness he had not kept close track of 
her aclivities. She had her own friends 
and interests. No. he’d no idea the camp 
was being used. The name Bronson was 
familiar only becau.se of the recent mur- 
der of a Lucille Bronson. Не did not 
know Daniel Bronson. nor why he would 
want lo kill Drusilla. Drusilla had an 
income of her own. When Donovan was 
through. he gave orders for Catton to 
be driven back to Hancock. Before the 
car left. however. Wendell Matthews 
stepped u|) and said, “Hello. Burt. Sorry 
about all this.” 

Catton’s smile was barely perceplible. 
“Haven’t seen you in so long. I didn’t 
recognize you. Wendy. Don’t be too sorry. 
Лррагеп11у somebody succumbed to a 
temptation I u.sed to experience quite 

“What was that?” 

“То strangle Drusilla.” 

.\fter Catton wa.s gone. Ben got Mal- 
thews aside and said, “While he was be- 
ing questioned, beBs were trying to ring 
in my head. I’ve got a little feeling ihat 
I’ve missed something. It’s so faint I 
can’t identify it. Did you hear anything 

“Nothing at all. Ben. It seemed pretty 
straightforward to me. From the look of 
Bronson’s wardrobe, we could guess Dru- 
silla was keeping him. Burt Catton has 
aged twenty years in six months. Have 
you had enough sleep late]y?” 

“Окау. окау. One of those hunches.” 
But after they were back on the terrace 
his mind still wandered. It could have 
been something in the questioning. Or it 
could have been something he had seen 
ог heard on the terrace before Catton 
had arrived. Не began to inspect his 
environment. inch by inch. Не had the 
feeling he was getting closer. When he 
looked at an area to the left of Donovan’s 
cliair. he felt a quiver of recognition. Не 
saw at once what had puzzled his sub- 
conscious. In all other parts of the ter- 
race the gaps between the flagstones 
were filled with pine needles. dirt and 
leaf scraps. In this one special агеа the 
strips between the stones were clean and 


the flagstones looked cleaner. This part 
had been hosed off. Why not all the ter- 
гасе? The trained police mind looks for 
ihe unexplained and then for an ех- 
planation. Mompnts later he was down 
on one knee j^icking at two grayish and 
metallic marks on one of the ilagstones. 

“Таке a look here.” he said. “This 
area has been washed off. Bullets rico- 
cheted off this flagstone. Lean close and 
look at this sort of gold sj^eckle here 
on the edge of the gray. Соррег jacket. 
Лп^ there weren’t апу holes in the lady. 
I understand.” 

Donovan roared for a man named 
Baker. Вакег. on instruction. worked his 
way vvith bottles and filter рарег across 
the terrace to the edge. Не found traces 
of hunian blood in the grass. not enough 
to type. and evidently made since Tues- 
day’s heavy rain. Wixler noddeil. 

“Maybe if Baker cbecked that boal 
tied down there.” Ben walked down with 
Baker. Вакег. kneeling in the boat. 
looked up with a taut smile. “lackj^ot. 
Sergeant. Л clot big enough to tyi)e.” 

Donovan stared at the small lakc and 
gave orders lo have grapples brought out 
from Kemj) Barracks. 

Later. as Ben Wixler .sat on the small 
dock watching the orderly progress of 
the three troopers in the rowboat. Mat- 
thews came up behind him and said. 
“Here’s a .sandwich. Courte.sy of Danny 
Bronson. Fifty to one our Danny is out 
there. Remind me not lo sneer again 
when you get one of уоиг weird hunches.” 

“Donovan would have conie across it. 
I think. I like the way the pattern is get- 
ting clearer. Danny took uj) with Drusilla 
Catton. She was in on his scheme. Mayhe 
she even gave him the angle to work on. 
She’d know the dirt about some of our 
be.st citizens. But they picked the wrong 
|)igeon to pluck. Не got a line on where 
the statement was. killed Lucille, and 
got out here bright and early the next 
morning and ruhbed out this unholy pair. 
and. with a certain cleverness. set it up 
so we’d s|)end the rest of our lives hunt- 
ing dovvn Danny. Now we have to back- 
track on Drusilla. li.st everybody she was 
close enough to so she could know cause 
for blackmail.” 

«ттеге we go.” Matthews said. The 

I—I boat had stopped. Two troopers 
XX pulled on the grapple line. It 
had caught in a soaked white muddy 
robe. Ben saw them pull the naked mud- 
dy body over the .side. lift the cinder 
blocks aboard, then head in for the dock. 
They laid the body on the dock. Two 
buckets of lake vvater washed it relativelv 
clean. Donovan looked questioningly at 
Ben and he nodded and said. “Bronson.” 
Не motioned to Matthews. “Таке a look. 
Five in the forehead. Our unknown friend 
has a talent for the superfluous ge.sture.” 

Wixler, Matthews and Spence got in 


the department car and headed back 
toward Hancock. 

“We’ve got a start,” Ben said. “We 
can triangulate our Mr. X. It’s somebody 
Drusilla Catton knew, and somebody 
Bronson has seen recently. Wasn’t the 
woman pretty young for Catton?” 

“Not the way he was a уеаг ago. Не 
was a lusty boy. Не bought the old city 
dump, made a good deal on getting fill, 
cut in a smart contractor, and made it 
into Lakewood Estates. You know the 
area. Shoddy little houses. From then on 
there was no stopping him. After his first 
wife died. he married Drusilla. Big 
топеу. handsome young wife. A lot of 
laughs. But he got careless, and I think 
he had bad legal and accounting advice. 
The Director of Internal Revenue turned 
those big laughs into a sickly smile.” 

“Fraud?” Spence asked. 

«-|-f they had tried they might have 

I made that stick. They settled for 
JL one hell of a deficiency, judgment. 
He’d taken capital gains on things he 
should have handled as income. Не got 
hurt and so did the people in with him. 
The other one in so deep he took a big 
clouting was a lawyer named Verney.” 

Ben turned sharply and stared at Mat- 
thews. “Paul Verney?” 

“Yes. You know him?” 

“Know him! He’s in this thing already. 
He’s the one told Johnny Keefler that 
Danny Bronson was trying to find a safe 
place to plant an envelope.” 

“I checked it with him.” Spence added. 

“How big a man is he?” Ben asked. 

“Pretty good size. The kind like you 
call raw-boned. Big pair of hands on 
him. A very solemn type guy. Sits be- 
hind his desk like somebody was engrav- 
ing his picture to put on a big bill.” 

“Не sold you?” 

“Why shouldn’t he? Не talked fine. 
Got a nice office. Gave me a good cigar.” 

“How about reputation?” Ben asked. 

Matthews shrugged. “A little too 
shrewd. Plays it a little too close to the 
line. He's been in with Catton for years.” 

“Let’s think out loud,” Ben said. “Не 


“The miracle called Mira-col can 
happen to уои free, as it did to me” 

by Dorothy Davis Smith 
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gets hurt bad pn the tax thing. Не fig- 
ures out some fancy way to make up his 
losses. How the hell would Drusilla Cat- 
ton know about it, know enough to give 
Danny a lever to use on him? Were he 
and Drusilla playmates?” 

“Pd doubt that. Verney’s too grim for 
Drusilla.” 

“Let me throw a curve,” Spence said. 
“You say both Catton and Verney got 
hurt bad. And they worked together in 
the past. So they dream up a deal where 
they can both get healthy. Then Mrs. 
Catton could have found out from her 
husband and told Danny.” 

“Then why not squeeze Catton?” Ben 
asked. 

“Because he would drop dead,” Mat- 
thews said. 

“Let’s back up a little,” Spence said. 
“Here’s a fast ball. How does Verney 
know about Lucille Bronson?” 

Ben thought for a moment. then said 
eagerly, “From Johnny Keefler. Wait a 
minute. Let’s not go too fast. If we as- 
sume Bronson was sgueezing Verney, 
then he didn’t go to him to leave an en- 
velope there. If he saw him last Thurs- 
day, it was part of the squeeze.” 

“Maybe he went for a down payment,” 
Matthews suggested. 

B en pounded his fist on his thigh. 
“Неу! Lucille told her husband 
Danny had only been there once. 
not on that Thursday. but way back on 
September twenty-elghth. But Catelli 
found prints that are just several days 
old. Suppose they were made last Thurs- 
day. Maybe. on his first visit. Danny 
dropped ofl the statement containing the 
dirt on Verney. Не spent a long time 
planning it all out. Then he contacts 
Verney. picks up his first thousand and 
leaves it with Lucille the same day. as an 
escape fund if things go bad.” 

“Why not take it out to the camp?” 
“Maybe Drusilla had the idea she was 
going with him when he went. If he 
wanted to go alone. it would be wise to 
stash the топеу some other place.” 
“We’re in too deep,” Matthews said. 


“We’ve made too many assumptions.” 

‘Т know one thing.” Ben said. “I 
don’t like coincidences. Spence, I want 
you and Dan to concentrate on Verney. 
Don’t alert him, but find out what he was 
doing Tuesday night and Wednesday 
morning. I’m going to talk to Keefler.” 

A attendant took Ben to Keefler. Не 
had been given tranquilizing drugs. 
His voice was listless. barely audi- 
ble. It took a long time to bring him 
around to Keefler’s talk with Verney. 

“Тгу to remember, Johnny. After Ver- 
пеу told you about the envelope, then 
you and he discussed where Danny could 
have left it.” 

“I ... I guess so.” 

“What did you say? Did you hear the 
question? What did you say to Verney 
then?” 

“I ... I said if Lee Bronson had lled 
to me I was going to give them a hard 
time.” 

“Did you say lohen you were going to 
see them?” 

“I think ... I think I said right away.” 
“And then he suddenly remembered 
those two names?” 

“Yes. Не . . . he said he forgot. Then 
he remembered. Then I was checking 
them out.” The voice became more faint. 
Keefler closed hls eyes. kept muttering. 
Ben left the ward. 

At eight o’clock on Friday evening 
Ben Wixler was at home wailing. 

Не wandered into the living room and 
stood by the picture window and looked 
out at the rainy street under the llghts. 
Beth came up beside him. 

“This is a bad one?” she asked softly. 
“I guess. Because it’s stupid- Three of 
them dead. And two dying. I didn’t tell 
you about the other one that’s dying. 
Only he knows it. perhaps. Catton. 
Wendy Matthews interrogated him. Не 
w'orked around to the кеу question. What 
illegal thing were Catton and Verney 
doing to recoup their losses? Wendy said 
Catton’s mouth worked and nothing came 
out and he turned the color of spoiled 
cheese and Wendy caught hlm as he 


Years of trymg new beauty products had 
disillusioned me, until last week. 

As a fashion magazine editor, I’ve tried 
hundreds of beauty products. But nothing 
like Mira-col ever happened to me before! 

I look like a new woman after 3 applications! 
I looked diflerent after the first one, which I 
had, free. You can have yours free, too! 

Developed by famed Merle Norman, this 
smooth pink liquid instantly Improves most 
skin problems by correcting their basic cause 
... by normalizing skin glands. 

Naturally, when all glands are performing 
perfectly, problems disappear. Suddenly the 
skin is bright, smooth, younger than in years. 

Since that first application, I’ve used Mira- 
col twice more. The first time my skin tingled 


almost to the point of stinging. Since, it has 
tingled onIy pleasantly. The degree of tingle 
depends upon the individual čondition, and it 
tells you that Mira-col is doing the job that 
your skin,. unaided, hasn’t done. That is, 
function properly as an organ of elimination. 

There’s so much more you’ll want to know 
about this wonderful discovery, Merle Nor- 
man Cosmetics Studios everywhere are offer- 
ing you your first Mira-col beauty-treat, /гее. 

Right now, before your skin gets one day 
older, send a postcard to Merle Norman, 9130 
Bellanca Ave., Dept. CO, Los Angeles, Cal. 
You’ll receive your free invitation for your 
free Mira-col treat, and the address of your 
nearest Merle Norman Studio by return mail. 
Do it now! No obligation. 
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toppled off the chair. He’s in an oxygen 
tent. Не isn’t conscious. If he isn’t gone 
already, he won’t last the night. It was, 
in a way, another confirmation.” 

“So now you’re certain?” 

“Almost certain. Almost sure that Ver- 
пеу is the other dying man. Не could 
have covered himself better. Не left it 
so open he can’t prove he wasn’t at Lee 
Bronson’s Tuesday night. And he told his 
office staff he was driving around looking 
at speculative land Wednesday morning. 
I think it’s intellectual arrogance. Не 
should have guessed that we’d get around 
to checking him as a matter of routine 
when we ran out of other suspects. And 
he isn’t ready for us. Му God, Spence 
even found out from a girl in the office 
that Danny waited while Verney went 
out for ten minutes. And we talked to 
the teller who gave him a thousand in 
fifties and a hundred in twenties. He’s 
a sitting rabhit. with the tragic illusion 
that he’s a fox.” 

Then the phone rang. Ben scooped it up. 

“Cullin, Sergeant. Не just caihe in. 
Dan Means has the warrant and he’s on 
the way to pick you up, along with 
Catelli.” 

At the time the sedan picked Ben 
/\ Wixler up, Lee Bronson arrived 
-Сљ. back at his rented and empty 
house. Не had left immediately after the 
funeral and had driven back through the 
gray rain to Hancock. Through all their 
tears, the family had looked at him with 
eyes of unforgiving stone. Не was the 
betrayer, tbe one who had taken the love- 
ly child wife off to a far place, lo a dirty 
ending. They would not speak to him. 
Не had stood apart from all of them. 
When the casket was lowered he thought 
of how she had loved the ieel of the 
warm sun on her body. 

Now he was in the empty house, where 
there had been tbe screaming scene when 
they had come to take away her belong- 
ings. Не had stood and endured, and 
made no protest. Не stood in the silence. 
Alone. It had been a house without јоу, 
without love. Yet the kitchen curtains she 
had made could twist his heart when he 
looked at the clumsy stitches. 

Tomorrow he would pack. It would not 
take long. Не would find a room and 
settle in and let Haughton know he 
would be ready to take his Monday 
classes. The kids would be a problem for 
a few days. but they would forget quick- 
ly. Не wouId not forget quickly. Не 
wouId never forget. 

At eight thirty-five, as Lee Bronson sat 
in his living room with his face in his 
hands, Paul Verney, over three miles 
away, heard the footsteps in the hallway 
and then a brisk authoritative knock on 
his door. Не had been sitting in the deep 
leather chair trying to tell himself that 
it meant nothing that the body of Bron- 
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son had been found so quickly, and that 
it was not at all significant that Burt had 
colla))sed while being questioned by the 
police. Не had to accept the possibility 
that he might come under suspicion. In 
• retrospect it had been a mistake to talk 
to Keefler. But. without proof, he had 
only to keep his head and his strength 
and his cunning. The gun and black 
gloves were buried in a swamp. 

T he knock had an official sound that 
made his heart leap. Не crossed the 
room and opened the door. There 
were three of thenj. Не recognized De- 
tective Spence, and nodded to him. The 
biggest of the three, a mild-faced man 
with blunt gray eyes, said, “Mr. Verney, 
I am Sergeant Wixler. I have a warrant 
authorizing a search of this room. Would 
you care to examine it?” 

“A warrant? I don’t believe I under- 
stand, Sergeant.” Verney was pleased 
with his own calm manner. 

“I hereby inforra you that you are un- 
der arrest, Mr. Verney, and anything you 
say may be used in evidence against 
you. I am arresting you for the murders 
of Lucille Bronson, Daniel Bronson, and 
Drusilla Catton. We want to searcli this 
room for evidence.” 

His knowledge that there was nothing 
in the room that could be used as evi- 
dence strengthened Verney’s response. 
Не managed a very tolerant laugh and 
said, “You people must have gone clean 
out of your minds.” But they ignored 
him. Detective Spence searched his per- 
son quickly and effectively and ordered 
him over against a wall. 

Vemey watched them. The man named 
Catelli had a small case with him. Ca- 
telli opened the closet door and sat on 
the floor just outside the closet. Не took 
a strong flashlight from his case and 
began examining Veraey’s left shoes. 
Verney felt a curious hollowness in his 
belly, pangs like those of hunger. 

Catelli gave a grunt of satisfaction. Не 
was holding a black shoe. Verney knew 
he had worn that pair when he had gone 
to 1024 Arcadia Street. Не tried to tell 
himself they were trying to trick hira, 
but there was a roaring in his ears. 

’*Got it?” 

‘Т think so. Таке just a minute or two 
to check.” 

Wixler beckoned to Verney. Не 
walked over. Не felt most odd. Wixler 
said, “Watch Mr. Catelli. He’ll explain 
what he’s doing.” 

“This, Mr. Verney, is one of the things 
you got to know how to do in my busi- 
ness. I take this here little square of 
white paper. Filter paper we call it. In 
this bottle I got one-tenth N saline solu- 
tion. I get the filter paper nice and moist 
with it, and then I press it against this 
little stain here on the edge of the sole 
of your shoe. Окау. From here on I 


don’t need the shoe. In this bottle I got 
a 240-to-l solution of Eastman 3620 in 
acetic acid at 40 per cent strength. So 
I dip a glass rod in it and touch it lo 
the filter paper where it was pressed 
against the shoe. Check? Nothing ha))- 
pens. Ah, but I didn’t ex|)ect anylhing 
to happen. Yet. Now we go to ihis lasl 
bottle. In here I got a mixture of eleven 
parts sodium perborate to thirty parts of 
a 40 per cent acetic acid solution.” 

Catelli wiped off ihe glass rod and 
dipped it in the final bottle. Не looked 
up at Verney. “Now if it so happens that 
little spot on your shoe is human blood. 
this here pa|)er is gonna change color 
when I touch it with tbe glass rod. То a 
greeny blue. And you know. Mr. Ver- 
пеу, there isn’t another damn thing in 
the world but blood that’Il give you that 
reaction. So get set.” 

With a certain ceremonial grace. Ca- 
telli touched the wet rod to the pa])er. 
The blue-green stain appeared imme- 
diately. 

The three of them were watching him. 
Verney stared at the paper. Не knew he 
had to say something. Не sucked in a 
deep breath and let it out. Не had to 
find a quick and logical expIana.tion. Yet 
his mind was blank. Не kept looking at 
the stain. Не sucked in another deep 
brealh. Не felt as though he were sway- 
ing. Suddenly, without warning, the 
breath explode<l out of his lungs in a 
high, whistling, whinnying scream, a 
shocking scream of fright and desirair 
and outrage. Не kicked oiit at Catelli's 
face clumsily. Не swung a leaden arm 
against ihe narrow cfiest of Detective 
.S|)ence. But the big man gras|)ed him 
with a practiced ease and turned him 
and held him, and Verney was immo- 
bilized by the sharpness of the pain in 
his arm. 

In a little while they walked him down 
the hallway to the stairs. Wixler on one 
side, Spence on the other. Catelli behind 
them. Verney looked down at the floor, 
at the faded pattern of the old hallway 
rug, and saw his own feet swinging out, 
left, right, left, right. 

» ^ T-hen they s|)oke. their voices were 
,/ remote and gentle. They did not 

V т curse him. They were not harsh. 
When he was in the car, in the back 
seat, with one of them on each side of 
him, he closed his eyes and he could 
count the street lights as they shone 
through his closed lids. 

But a part of his mind was occu|)ied 
with their unexpected gentleness. It re- 
minded him of something. It stirred a far- 
away тетогу. And when the car stopped, 
he suddenly remembered. 

It was precisely the way the doctors 
and the nur.ses had been with Melissa. 

When they had knoWn nothing could 
save her. Тнк End 
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Why Can’t You Write? 

It’s much simpler than уои think! 


So many people with the “germ” of writing in 
them simply can’t get started. They suffer from 
inertia. Or they set up imaginary barriers to 
taking the first step. 

Мапу are convinced the field is confined to 
persons gifted with a genius for writing. 

Few realize that the great bulk of commercial 
writing is done by so-called “unknowns.” Not 
only do these thousands of men and women pro- 
duce moSt of the fiction published, but countless 
articles on homemaking, business, social matters, 
children, hobbies, fashions, sports, travel, local, 
club and church activities, etc., as well. 

Such material is in constant demand. Every 
week thousands of checks for $25, $50 and $100 
go out to writers whose latent ability was perhaps 
no greater than yours. 


not by studying the individual styles of model 
authors. 

Each week your work is analyzed constructlvely 
by practical writers. Gradually they help to clarify 
your own distinctive style. Wrltlng soon becomes 
easy, absorbing. Profitable, too, as you gain the 
“professional” touch that gets your material ac- 
cepted by edltors. Above all, you can see constant 
progress week by week as your faults are corrected 
and уоиг writing ability grows. 


Have You Natural Al)ility? 


taklng this test. There is i 
Simply mall the coupon bel 
Institute of America, One Pa 
N. Y. (Pounded 1925). (Licen 


The Practical Method 

Newspaper work demonstrates that the way to 
learn to write Is by writing! Newspaper сору desk 
editors waste no time on theories or anclent 
classics. The story is the thlng. Every сору “cub” 
goes through the course of practical criticism—a 
‘ ■ ' " “ " " more successful authors 
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its writing i 
. It starts 
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Last Word 


OUR REL4.DE:RS writej 


The 


MVSTERV STORY 

Abenleen, JFnshington: Unlesg I have mađe 
an egregious error in identiiication, the 
photograph on page 71 of your Fehruary 
CosMOcoLiTAN is of niy wife, my$elf and a 
friend. As I am no student of calculus I 
cannot predict the chance percentage of 
having soniething like this happen. I woulđ 
venture to say, however, that it would he 
several million to one. If you could confirm 
my helief that this picture was laken last 
winler at the Riviera Cluh in Indianapolis 
and let me know, your trouhle would cer- 
lainly he very much appreciated, 

—ROBERT В. BUSSABARCER 

This is a real niystery lo us too, The pho- 
tograph was taken al Spring Lake. ISeto 
Jersey. —The Editors 



It’s Over Our Heads 


COSIRO KID 

Bellevue, Ohio: I was startled to see Alex 
Ross’s illustration of a haby in the Febru- 
агу issue. It looks as if he had copied my 



They Might Ве Twins 


nephew’8 picture. It is a typical baby pose, 
but in the eyebrows, nose, eyes, and mouth 
Mr. Ross’s painting is almost an exact 
duplicate of my nephew. Don’t you agree? 

—MRS. E. J. SCHAEFER 

Fascinating, —The Editors 

ARE YOr LISTEISING, NRC? 

Cincinnati, Ohio: It is too bad that every 
businessman in the U. S. didn’t read John 
Keasler’s story iii the Јапиагу issue, “Man 
wilh an Orderly Mind.” There is a great 
lesson to be learned there. In my opinion, 
this significant short story conld be made 
into an excellent television drama. 

—W. C. BARNES 

SEX VS. COCOA 

Detroit, Michigan: I should like to call 
уопг attention to an inaccuracy in your 
February, 1957, issue on page 28, “On Тор 
of the World.” The Bolivians (and Peru- 
vians) do not chew the cocoa leaf, but the 
coca leaf, the cured leaves of which pro- 
duce cocaine. It is used with an alkali to 


impart endurance in exertion or diiring ab- 
stinence from food. Cocoa, on the other 
hand, is derived from the cacao plant. 

—MRS. CERALD R. IIEATTER 

Our apologies to cocoa drinkers every- 
u>here, —The Edilors 

XEW OLD FAM 

Espanola, Ontario: It had been years since 
I purchased a сору of Cosmoimilitan, hut 
today seeing the February “Health and Ilap- 
piness” edition on display I decidcd to lake 
one home and read it, and I ani ever so glad 
I did. I congralulate you. 

—MRS. C. R. FERCUSON 

АХТ GOIJR.MET 

Ulica, New York: Re: Your Fehruary ar- 
ticle, “Food Neurosis.” Would you please 
tell me tvhere I caii get some of those 
“chocolate covered ants” you nientioned. 

Importer of exotic foods Т. O. Korrn, 
141 E. 44th St.. Neu> York. tells us ihat 
the ants are still in ihe “blueprinl stage.” 
But he has fried bees, salted cherry- 
blossonis, roasled locusls, fried grasshop- 
pers, and barbecued sparrouis in stock. 

—The Edilors 



Looking into Мау 

SPECIAL ISSUE: THE AMERICAN MALE 

A FACT-PACKED ANALYSis of the American man’s habits, problems, and foibles. 
There will be articleš on lovers, fathers, providers, and bachelors. Other articles 
will probe a man’s “dangerous years,” tell the amusing story of the little-known 
million dollar industries which supply toupees, girdles, sun lamps aiid other props 
to male vanity. Finally, there will be a picture album of the world’s most fascinat- 
ing men in the world, from Pulitzer Prize author Ernest Hemingway to Tab Hunter. 

PLIJS a full fiction quota — FIVE short stories and a complete murder mystery novel — “THE SOFT TALKERS.” 
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So easy to serve . . . so delicious and light! 
Cypress Gardens Chilled Orange and Grape- 
fruit Sections are at your grocer’s now. Buy 
several jars today. Stock up on juices, too! 

FREE on reguest, folder of famed Cypress Gardens and 
folder of selected citrus recipes you ll use over and over 
again. Send for them todayl 


€YPRESS GARDENS 


CANNED ORANGE AND GRAPEFRUIT JUICES • CHILLED ORANGE AND GRAPEFRUIT SECTIONS 




А WONDERFUL INTRODUCTORV OFFER ТО NEW MEMBERS OF AMERICA’S BIGGEST ВООК CLUB! 

CHOOSE ANT 3 FOR 


BEST-SEUERSl DE LUXE BOOKSl lUUSTRATED VOLUMES! 
MANT NEWLY SELEaED ESPECIALLV FOR THIS OFFER! 


I when уои join the Dollar Воок Club and agree 
to take as few as 6 best-selling novels out 
l^of 24 to be offered within a уеаг 



ĆOMPLETE decorating HpMAN WOyK tops ГАс ThRILHNG 486-page novel FaMOUS 2-vol 

guidc; furniture, color, wall Caine Миппу with Marjorie of America’s past by Kenneth cyclopedia has 



desk En- SeNS ATIONAL best - seller. 
pages, by Taylor Caldwell! Dra- 



If 


umes, too, аге offered at savings 

ers... beautiful library volumes... have to take one every month. Г 
■ " - -- ■ as few as six selections a уеагЈ 

Mall Coupon—$«nd No Mont, 

Receive апу 3 books you choose 
from this page for only $1, plus a 
small shipping charge. Two books 
аге уоиг gift for joining, and one is 
■' ' ■ /Thereafter, you 
















